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Or Arguing Witton Men Saip, WHEN No Women WERE Present, “Isn’r Sue BeavutTiFuL? 
But Won’r Sue Be Fat Later On?” 


The Nicked Switch-Plug 


By GeorGe GILBERT 


Illustration by Earte B. WinsLow 


¢T was Walter Brumleigh’s fixed idea not to wed a 
4 


fat one. Yet the nicely rounded, devilishly deli- 
cious ones excited him to peevishness with his 


idée fixe. Did he see a splendidly curved, entic- 

ingly well-budded one, he would muse: 
“Yes; she is beautiful, now. But what of her at 
thirty? Will she eschew sweets, starches, keep trim? 


No. She will pig up on carbo-hydrates, burgeon, fatten. 
Setter a thin one; one I! can feed to plumpness, if | de- 
sire. You can do that, but never pare down a fat 
one.” 

And yet thin ones did not intrigue him—much. 
He saw some he deemed beautiful, but not in a way 
he thought he could love—the way he feared in the 
case of the others. Pending the time he should find a 
thinned or thin deity to worship, he was content to 
admire, to flirt with, the awesomely attractive to-be- 
fats. 

With his resolutions on straight, he deemed it not 
dangerous to ask Arline Wilton to motor with him, 
after her aunt had introduced them at the West Park 
Club at an informal spring dance. 

Of Arline Wilton men said, when no women were 
present: “Isn’t she beautiful?” adding, sotto voce 
“but won’t she be fat later on?” 

Miss Wilton had a skin soft and inviting, a form 
trembling beyond perfection’s verge of curvilinearity, 
hair of coaxing color-values, eyes that could allure. 
Plump such a girl into a dress of pink and yellow, have 
a large moon soaring overhead, and she riding beside 


a man who is afraid he will marry her and you have- 
possibilities. 

But her conversation steadied him, for it ran to 
motors, cf which Brumleigh was a collector. Her 
father had one like Brumleigh’s latest, she said. So 
when they stopped a road teahouse for a sip and a 
bite, Arline was interested when Brumleigh plucked 
somethirg from a tiny hole near the speedometer and 
| ocketed it. 

“What new wrinkle have you on your car?” she 
coaxed, bending forward until one warm tress touched 
Brumleigh’s cheek, which he was striving to keep cool 
to offset his heart that was a bit too warm. 

Brumleigh showed her a neat little switch-plug that 
he had devised, he being given to work with tools, as 
a recreation. The switch-plug would render dead 
when taken away, the ignition system of his motor. He 
took the plug with him when leaving his motor at the 
roadside or in a strange garage, that no evilly-disposed 
person might steal the car. 

Brumleigh felt safe, as on the way to the table and 
out, he descanted upon his invention. Conversing on 
such cool things as brass, steel, files, vises, he felt 
secure in drinking in her beauty through his eyes the 
while. 

“Make such a switch-plug for me, to give to my 
dad?” she asked. 

His heart consented; his brain rebelled. She laid a 
delicate hand on his wrist. He nodded consent. 

“Anyway, I’ll never marry a girl who will be fat 
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HAUNTING SUSPICIONS O1 
at thirty,” he comforted himself. And the plug would 
be a safe thing to talk of. a 

A week later he gave her the plug. It was ground 
to an odd size, “so that no one else could duplicate its 
fit in the hole it was made for,” he explained. He hoped 
she would gverlook a nick on the end where his file 
had slipped. He was only an amateur machinist, you 
see. 

She thanked him and accepted his invitation to 
motor that night. 

There was one road, little used, of 
dirt, noiseless when traveled in a well- 
bred motor like Brumleigh’s. Elms 
arched it, making delicious gloom. 

Half way through the leafy tunnel 
o’ dreams, Brumleigh’s motor stalled, 
but not before Brumleigh deftly had 
guided it to the roadside. Once there, 
some delicious moments ensued, when 
the two leaned over the open hood to 

-¢ what was wrong. Of course their 
hair touched, their hands came to- 
gether. 

“It’s that switch-plug of mine that 
rattled out,” he said. 

The switch-plug replaced, of course 
they chatted in the cool dusk—chatted 
of the most unbelievable things. Once 
as she swayed with laughter at one of 
his jokes the heady wine of her person- 
ality began to go to his heart and her 
healthful, provocative mirth made him 
irritated with his resolution never to 
wed a to-be-fat one. 

“I’ve heard,” she confided on the 
way home, “of men who stalled their 
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motors on lonely roads at night, so 
they could flirt. I would not believe 
it of you, Mr. Brumleigh.” 

He denied the hinted charge pre- 
cipitately. In fact he was glad he 
had escaped so easily and resolved 
next time to jam that plug in so it 
would not come out. He meant not 
to stop under the elms with her 
again, yet he was afraid he would 
not. She was so...so0... 
Three nights later they motored 
together again. Brumleigh hardly 
knew how the motor took that by- 
road again, yet he had a delicious 
feeling as they spun over it, with 
Arline, silent, snuggled beside him. 
She said: 

*“* Are we where we stopped—that 
other night?” 

“Just,” fearsomely. 

“Let me brush that bug off the 
leaned for- 
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speedometer,” and she 


ward to do it . . . the motor died. 
Brumleigh tooled it to the roadside, 
made a neat stop. He began to 


hunt, to see if that 
loose again. It 
Together they searched for the 
plug, on the car bottom, along the 
Then they climbed into the car 


plug had jarred 


wer 
had. 


roadside. In vain. 
again. 

“Some one will come soon and tow us,” he soothed. 
She moved closer to him. It was warm under the trees 
there. Into his vision came, despite the dark, the 
thoughts of her rose petal skin, her eyes that would 
He stirred, touched her hand with his. Oddly 


glint. 
He feared to even break the con- 


flesh clung to flesh. 


He tried thinking of motors, plugs, all things 
In vain. 


tact. 


cool and steadying. She stirred, leaned tow- 
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ard him. He wanted to grasp her, to say a t 
mad things 
enjoying it. 

In a maze of rainbow dreams Brumleigh 
Was putting away his car, after they had mo- 
tored home to tell Arline’s aunt of their en- 
gagement. He leaned over, plucked forth the 
switch-plug, that Arline had found half an 
hour after he had proposed to her—found, she 
said, with her boot-toe on the car bottom. He 
inspected it fondly, apostrophized it: 

“If it had not been for your coming loose, 
I never would have found out that the dearest 
girl in all the world loves me.” 

His eyes bulged, focusing themselves upon 
the tip of the plug. It was nicked, the one he 
had made for Arline. He looked on the car 
floor, on the seat cushion. 

The other plug, his own, was embedded 
in the upholstery of the seat—on the side 
where she had sat. And she would be fat at 


; 


thirty 


‘‘Better, Thank You!’’ 


By Harry Irv 


; SHumway 


T isn’t everybody who knows how to con- 
valesce. There are plenty of people who 
know how to get sick, but very few who 

are up on the fine points of throwing the wan 
smiles from the pillow as soon as the red cor- 
puscles begin to beat up the white ones. 

The doctor comes around one day and stares 
at you in that rude medical way. 

“Hum,” he says, which is the medical 
Latin for “What the h— shall I say to this 
guy anyway.” “Hum, I guess you can get 

%> 


up. 


housand 
and suddenly found himself doing it, 
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You were going to get up anyway, but it makes it 
seem safer if he puts his antiseptic O. K. on it. 

So then the preparations for the event start. Your 
easy chair must face the window with the sun in it. 
Your blanket must be placed just so. Then a few 
kindly arms lead you over to the chair—and the con- 
valescence begins. 

People speak very gently to you. They don’t bark 
and snap as they did before you were struck down. 
You answer them slowly, deliberately, without turning 
your head. 
even, in your voice. They haven’t done anything for 
which to be forgiven, but you can make them think they 
have if you strike the right note. 

“Do you feel better?” they ask, anxiously. 

You hesitate just the right number of seconds and 
then say, “Yes, I’m all right, I guess. I won’t keep 
you up here. [Il be all right—alone. Go down-stairs 
and enjoy yourselves.” 

And they go down-stairs knowing darned well they 
have done something but they don’t know what it is. 
And keep’emthis way. Then you can get more than your 
quota of oranges, and when cigars begin to come with real 
tobacco in "ern, you can eke out a supply of these, too. 

Once let your folks feel that they have done all they 
could for you and your graft is gone. But with a little 
voice play and repressed style of acting, you can 
make *em cry over their neglect. Try and look as 
much like William Faversham as possible and all will 
be well. 


There is a note of sadness, of forgiveness 
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The Sarcastic One—Ilf it wasn’t for my money, these things would not be here. 
He—But think, dear! If it were not for your money, you mightn’t be here. 


Uncle Jass Says: 
By Exvuis Parxer Butter 


NOTICE nowadays that the more gold there is on the outside of a book 
the less there’s apt to be inside of it. 
Every durned minute you sleep some feller is wide awake plannin’ to 

git your money away from you. 

About the last thing a man does before he goes bankrupt is to buy a new 
gold-lettered sign for his store. 

If you guv a feller a forty-acre farm and a plow the first thing he’d do would 
be to look over the place an’ wish he had his neighbor’s pasture. 

Joy cometh in the morning, but most folks think it 1s the milkman and 
turn over for another snooze. 

Even a lazy man don’t ride a bull to pasture more than once or twice. 

Everybody has a besettin’ sin and some folks’ worst one is not havin’ any. 

If a man went to his wife and laid his soul bare she’d want to search his 
pockets. 

Just because fiction books is cake ain’t sayin’ some fact books ain’t dogfish 
meat. 

One reason we always speak respectful of the dead is to keep folks in the 
habit until our turn comes. 


Very Likely 
By Tom P. Morcax 


2 HILE I was in town to-day,” related a citizen of Sandy Mush, Ark., who had 

just returned from a trip to the county seat, “there was a trial going on in 
the court house. I had considerable dickering of one kind and another on hand 
and didn’t pay much attention, but somebody said that some grizzled old feller had 
pounded his son-in-law mighty nigh to a puddin’ for playing the accordion most 
of the time for three days and nights in the room whur the old feller was in bed all 
in flames with the inflammatory rheumatism. I don’t know whether the infernal 
son-in-law had the idy that he could play music on an accordion or figgered that the 
sound of the utensil was soothing to the rheumatism. Anyhow, as nigh as I could 
make out, as soon as the old fellow got sorter back at himself again he begun beat- 
ing his son-in-law, and kept it up till he was arrested. When I started for home 
the trial was still going on, but as I driv’ out of town I heered considerable yelling in 
the direction of the court house, which I reckoned likely was the jury giving three 
cheers for the defendant.” 








Cost Plus Ten Per 
Cent. 
By Neat R. O'Hara 


HE war profiteer re- 

covered from his attack 

of influenza and asked 
for the bills incurred by his 
illness. 

“Mine may seem exor- 
bitant,” said the family 
physician, “but there are ten 
calls at fifty dollars each, 
making a total of five hun- 
dred dollars. But in making 
my call on the twenty-first, 
my car collided with a mov- 
ing van and the repairs came 
to $450. That makes a total 
of $950, plus ten per cent., 
which equals $1045. You 
see I’m doing business on a F 
cost-plus-ten-per-cent. basis.” Drawn by A. Macunrnn 

The profiteer sighed and 
and wrote a cheque. 

“T had to send a special messenger to West Vir- 
ginia for your medicine,” explained the family phar- 
macist. “The prescription itself was only twenty dol- 
lars, but the expenses of the trip were $125. ‘That 
makes $145, plus ten per cent., which totals $159.50. 
Yes, everything is cost-plus-ten-per-cent. these days.” 

The profiteer grunted and signed a cheque. 

“My services are for two weeks at fifty dollars a 
week,” said the nurse, “but on the twenty-third I 
spilled soup and ruined a sixty-dollar costume. So 
that makes $110, plus ten per cent., which figures up to 
$121. Everybody’s doing it now.” 

The profiteer wiped perspiration from his brow and 
wrote a cheque. 

“The fresh eggs were eighteen dollars, twelve dozen 
at $1.50,” said the farmer, “but you were so particu- 
lar to have them fresh I had to hire a sort of watchman 
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for the hens. He stayed two 
weeks, thirty dollars a week, 
which makes sixty dollars for 
the watchman, eighteen dol 
lars for the eggs, plus ten per 
cent., and the total is $8>.80. 
I learned that trick from the 
government contracts.” 
The profiteer cursed under 
his breath and wrote a cheque. 
“I’m charging only $28 
for fourteen visits I made,” 
said the master barber, “but 
while I was here on the 
twenty-fourth the bootblack 
rifled the cash register in my 
shop and got away with $42. 
So the grand total is $70, plus 
ten per cent., which comes 
to $77. You see I have to 
figure in the theft with the 
costs—it’s one of the lessons 
of the war.” 
The profiteer swore audi- 


A Wett-ConneEcrep YounG Lapy bly and wrote a cheque. 


Then he called his secretary. 

“Baldwin,” he said, “figure up my net assets, give 

ninety per cent. to charity and save the rest for me. 

Then come back and take a telegram to the American 

taxpayers, care of the Secretary of the Treasury. I’m 

es . ° ’ ” 
going to apologize for what little money I’ve got left. 


Not Honored in the Breech 
One of the saddest sights in the world: a man who has been 
over the top five times, captured three boche machine-guns 
single-handed, and taken seven prisoners at the point of an 
empty pistol, trying to bluff the Q. M. sergeant into giving 
him a new pair of breeches to wear on leave. 


Her Rank 
Willis—Does your cook know her place? 
Gillis—You bet. She realizes that it is above everybody 
in the household except the baby. 
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The Blessings of Victory 


By R. B. Mayrietp 


= H*M of my heart!” he cried, ‘‘Sausage of my soul! I love thee!” 


“Oh, thou soap-cake among Menschen!” she responded ‘Thy words 


are as butter to my Kartoffelbrod, as a week’s ration of my sugar card! Come to 
lest thou destroyest this textile curio of great 


i 


my arms, but squeeze not too tightly | 
price I wear, the which is woven from the wool of that extinct animal the Schaf.”’ 


‘Say no more, fair one, for thou art fair, art not, beneath the Feldgrau of thy 
war years? For thy sake I would go through wire entanglements and face the 
Strafetank of hated England and for thee wrest from the enemy the bar of Seif 
that will clear from thy brow the soil of the Vaterland and show thy smiling visage 
to a disgusted world. Come, Katrina, one more osculation ere I hie me to the 
thick of a new and glorious retreat.’ 

“Retreat? Ach that iss Victory, Ersatz. Youst so good vie de real thing 


ven you get used to it, not?” 
She buckled on his gas mask, giving a sigh of delight as she noted the improve- 
She slipped a last piece of sawdust pone 


ment it made in his facial expression. 
waiting 


into his empty haversack and assisted his tottering steps toward the 
cattle coach 
‘‘Hog the Kaiser!”’ yelled the hero as the train groaned away upon its un- 


greased wheels. 
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Familiar Folks: 
The Gabble Family 
Ry H. W. Day 


T will be less harrowing in the 

long run for you to meet the 

Gabbles all at once. First in 
age, experience and volubility comes 
old Mrs. Sallie Gabble, the one with 
the eagle eyes and the flabby jowls. 
Next is the grass-widowed daugh- 
ter, Mrs. Dorothy Splash, nick- 
named Dot by mistake. But for her 
cackling and screaming, she would 
be a very vampire. Last is Gertie, 
who will soon be an old maid unless 
some poor boob lets her marry him. 

The slogan of the Gabble crew 
is, “You keep still—we can go it 
alone.” In conversation their pow- 
ers of domination are terrible. When 
once they get their tongues wrapped 
around a subject, what anybody 
else can say is negligible. 

The Gabbles are somewhat trav- 
eled and claim to have friends in 
various distant parts of the United 
States. They have all their trips 
memorized, mounted, and ready for 
instant recital. 

Old Mrs. Gabble is the guardian 
imp of the loquacious trinity. She 
is brazen, loud-mouthed, and em- 
barrassingly risqué in a pinch. Mrs. 
Splash now and then makes a vio- 
lent attempt to marry again, but 
so far her quarry has always been 
scared away by the Gabble gaff. 
Gertie, who has no mind of her own, 
puts in most of her tongue agreeing 
violently and unnecessarily with 
what her mother and her big sister 
happen to say. If the Gabbles 
should ever move into your block, 
the best thing you can do is to shift 
over into a good residence section. 
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‘From THE Bovuporr, Apjorninc, Came Voices’ 


Emotional Reactions 
By J. A. Watpron 


Illustration by LAwRENCE FELLOWS 


ICKERY had a late breakfast brought to him. 

His man had made him sartorially fit for mid- 

day. While waiting for his car he happened 

to think he had not seen Mrs. Vickery in sev- 

eral days, although there probably had been 
times when they had both been at home. He was 
usually the truant. 

Mrs. Vickery was a woman of discrimination after 
the fact. She had married Vickery two years before on 
a misapprehension. She was young. He had been a 
sower of wild oats. From her social education she had 
gathered that a married rake makes a good husband, 
and had taken a chance. 

Vickery really thought more of his wife than of any 
other woman, but presumed upon alleged masculine 
privilege. It takes time to tame wild habits. Mrs. 





Vickery had let him go his way, but had gradually with- 
drawn from association. ‘There had been no “scenes,’ 
and this fact increased his respect for Mrs. Vickery. 
And her growing remoteness spurred his affection for 
her. 

Thus, while waiting for his car, Vickery had a touch 
of conscience. “I’ve been a fool,” he thought. “I 
wonder if it’s too late to make good?” He would see 
her. 

Vickery made his way to her apartment. On the 
way he met a maid who looked after him curiously and 
smiled. The door of Mrs. Vickery’s outer room was 
ajar. He entered without signal. 

On a table he saw the cap of an officer with gloves 
and a swagger stick, and carelessly disposed on a chair 
was a military overcoat. From the boudoir, adjoining, 
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came voices. Vickery at once knew he loved his wife, 
for a wave of jealousy swept him. He stood a moment 
undecided, then turned away. “Tit for tat, eh?” he 
muttered, adding: “ Well, it serves me right!” And he 
descended to his car. 

Vickery did not ride far. 
“You may drive back. I shall walk. I need exercise. 

But Vickery did not walk far. He entered a great 
apartment house on Park Avenue foyered like a theatre, 
passed a ceremonious flunkey, and made his way to a 
desk. <A sophisticated-looking woman on duty sent up 
his name to Mrs. Bermel. An elevator man—a silent 
person whose economy of movement suggested the auto- 
matic—waved him to a car. 

Vickery tound Mrs. Bermel instead of one of her 
servants at her door. She had a constrained air. She 
was a full-blown blonde beauty whose attraction was 
enhanced by a semi-negligée of rich fabric of an unusual 
shade of green, with decorative touches of gold. She 
led Vickery through draperies to a cozy room flooded 
with light. The altitude made the city seem remote 
until one looked downward, and the far-away view was 
of Long Island. 

Vickery circled her waist with an arm and kissed her, 
and she returned the kiss. It had something of the 
aspect of habit. Then she freed herself. 

“T called you up yesterday,” she said. 

“And left a message that you had something impor- 
tant to say to me. I was out on business.” 

“It’s not so long ago that business was secondary 
where I was concerned.” 

“Oh, come, dear! I’m here 
now, and unexpectedly at 
that.” He thought another 
kiss would mollify, but she 
eluded him, and went to a 
window. He followed. “What 
was the important matter?” 

“Do you remember a 
promise you made to me?” 

“T’ve made you many 
promises—and kept them.” 
He ran the stones of a neck- 
she wore through his 
fingers. The necklace repre- 
sented one promise kept. 

“But the vital promise 
about getting a divorce and 
marrying me.” 

“You can’t get a divorce, 
Henrietta, as you would get a 
pair of shoes or a hat.” 

‘I got a divorce from Ber- 
mel, didn’t 1?”” She laughed, 
but not merrily. “You 
haven’t been fair with me. 
Alen are all alike!” 

“And women?” 

“Much the same. | 
your wife yesterday morning 
with a soldier in her limou- 
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“Stop!” he ord 
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This touched Vickery’s 
nerves, but he would not let 
her know it was no news to 
him. “There is nothing in 
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that. This is a militarily-sentimental period. Most 
women are proud to ride with soldiers.” 

“So? Well, if you had seen them! A limousine is 
happily planned for sentiment.” She was silent a 
moment. “You are tiring of me.” 

“Why do you think that?” 

“I’m sure of it. Perhaps it’s because I’m tiring of 
you. I don’t care whether you get a divorce or not. 
And I wouldn’t marry you anyway!” She moved away 
as though to emphasize her decision. 

Vickery was plainly amazed, but from his manner 
she had wounded his vanity only. ‘“‘Why?” he asked. 
“I’m going to remarry Bermel. I expect him here 

minute. Hadn’t you better go?” 
She opened the draperies and he preceded her to the 
door, which she opened. There was not even a “Good- 
ive.” 

The distance was unusual to him, but Vickery 
walked back home. There was determination in his 
step and face. Letting himself in he stopped in the 
drawing room, first touching a button. 

“Is Mrs. Vickery in?” he asked 
answered. 

Yes, sir.” 

“*Ask her to step here a moment.” 

Mrs. Vickery soon appeared, too cleverly serene to 
give note of her astonishment. It was an unusual hour 
to see Vickery about. 

Vickery was ill at ease. “Mary,” he asked, “may I 
begin all over again with you—and try to prove myself 
worth while?” 


an) 


the maid who 


“T will think it over,” she 
replied. “You would have to 
go on probation.” 

“I’m not complaining at 
that—or about anything else.” 
He hesitated. “‘ You had a vis- 
itor to-day—and yesterday.” 

“Yes. She is still up- 
stairs.” 

*“*She?” 

“Miss Delmont—Captain 
Delmont. She was a special 
United States recruiting officer. 
An old friend. Like to meet 
her?” 

His Experience 
By Tom P. Morcan 

“You’ve heered about the stern 
father who told his daughter’s com- 
pany when it was time to go home,” 
said Gap Johnson, of Rumpus 
Ridge, Ark. “Mebby it used to 
work all right in some localities, but 
tuther night when Zanzaline and 
Balmy had a couple of young fel- 
lers calling on ’em, I goes in at ten 
o’clock and tells’em it’s time to tear 
out. And [ll burhung if them 
young gents didn’t both pile onto 
me, slap me around right sharply, 
and tell me when it was time to get 
out of there and leave ’em be, and 
them two ongrateful daughters of 
mine stood by and hoorawed the 
scoundrels on!” 











“The Heart Still Yearns’”—A One Reel Feature—‘‘Chawlie” Records Another 
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IMPERIAL SAWDUST AND PICKLES 


HAT one-time eminent citizen of Berlin and 

Spa, the kaiser, has at last found his true 

vocation. Having foozled the war he has 

taken to sawing logs. According to a recent 

dispatch from Holland the would-be world- 
conqueror has just finished sawing his thousandth log. 
He is very proud of his achievement and, as in the old 
days, has had himself photographed, saw in hand, 
standing valiantly with one foot on the neck of a fallen 
sapling. Also, with touching simplicity, he has auto- 
graphed a few chips and distributed them among his 
relatives. 

But even in his new job William proves himself a 
congenital piker and has brought down upon his erst- 
while royal head the contumely of Dutch expert sawyers, 
who aver that his logs are ragged along the edge and 
that he can do only three hours’ work a day. At the 
trade-union scale he has earned an equivalent of thirty 
dollars since his self-imposed exile at Amerongen, or 
an average of fifty cents a day since he ran away from 
his home town. Some of his Dutch neighbors declare 
quite openly that Kaiser Bill does more grunting than 
sawing, but it must be confessed that he has had a per- 
fectly ripping time, as his cousin King George would 
say. 
We have had-no word 
from the Crown Prince, of 
late, but we suspect he may 
be deeply engaged in count- 
ing the warts on the dill 
pickles with which members 
of his limited entourage are 
said to keep him amply sup- 
plied and for which he has 
a consuming passion. It 
isn’t apparent, however, how 
little Willie can emulate his 
papa in the matter of auto- 
graphs, because (although 
we have never put the mat- 
ter to practical test) it must 
be an extremely difficult 
task to inscribe one’s name 
on the nodule of a dill pickle. 
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Drawn by Russ Westover 


i 





Some ENTANGLEMENT! 


Presto! CHANGE! 


T was only a little while ago that the world was 
very sure the college boy was a noisy good-for- 
nothing with a scant thimbleful of brains and a 

pocketful of papa’s cash. But the war changed 
our opinion of him, as it changed many of the 
opinions of which we were surest and proudest. 

We were wrong. We take off our hats—and our 
thinking-caps—to the leather-lunged lad with the mega- 
phone and the ultra-modern clothes. Of all the boys 
in these United States of ours he was farthest from 
being a slacker. He came to the colors early and he 
came in great number. For him there was no dilly- 
dallying, no holding back. 

And the military men tell us that he made good 
with a decided punch—good as captain, lieutenant, 
top-sergeant, corporal and private. They say he was 
soon tamed and readily trained, and that he knew how 
to go about his business in a surprisingly fine fashion. 
His hilarity and irresponsibility left him in a week or 
two and in a month he was a man, with a serious con- 
ception of his man’s duty. Besides this—and most 
unexpected of all—he did twelve or fourteen hours of 
hard labor each day, thrived on it, and remained cheer- 
fully contented. We salute the rah-rah boy in khaki. 


DiITHYRAMB 
Old 


PRING is here! 
stuff! But it isn’t old 


stuff if you are young. 
There is no “old stuff” if 
you are young, and you are 
no older than spring makes 


you feel. 
Baseball and the spring 
poet, crocuses and balmy 


nights, the hurdy-gurdy and 
the boutonniere, park spark- 
ing and the tingle in the blood 
of the New Life—Hurrah! 
Spring old? Yes! as old as 
health, as old as joy, as old 
as song, as old as youth. 
Spring is here! Exit Mars. 
Enter the great god Love! 

















ET AND DR 


The Exception—‘“ Nothing is made in 
vain,” exclaimed the altruist. 

“Mebbe so,” rejoined Uncle Bill 
Bottletop. “But I’m sorry for anybody 
that has been puttin’ up a distillery.”— 
Washington Star. 


Toward the Bone-Yard—Ycasit—lI 
see several of our large stores are adver- 
tising big drives in towels. 

Crimsonbeak—Yes; it seems as though 
everybody’s helping along this move- 
ment to make us go dry.— Yonkers 
Statesman. 


*Twas in the Fall—I often wonder why 
the public look at things from so many 
different angles. One day, when I was 
over at Connor’s office, waiting for an 
interview, Jay Gould was looking out of a 
window facing East. He called my atten- 
tion to a scene that I shall never forget. 
It was a man, staggeringly drunk,carrying 
a demijohn of whiskey in his hand, and 
pointing to him Jay Gould turned to me 
and laughed, “What a perversion of the 
old saying—‘United they fall, divided 
they would stand.’’”—Magazine of Wall 
Street. 


Unconvinced—Tom Sprugs come our 
way Monday—the first time in a long 
time he’s been over; but when we told 
him all the moonshine stills had done 
gone dry, he didn’t believe it, and went 
a-huntin’.—Adams (Ga.) Enterprise. 


Incriminating—“I understand that 
none of the boys takes a drink now.” 

“No,” answered Three-Finger Sam. 
“’Tain’t safe. If you smell licker on a 
man’s breath now it’s a sure sign he’s 
been robbin’ a baggage car somewhere.” 
—Detroit Free Press. 





The Connoisseur 





| DEJEUNERS | 
OINERS 
SOUP ERS | 





* Tiens, le restaurant a changé de chef!” 
“Hm! They’ve got a new chef:”—La 


, Batonnette (Paris). 


For Instance?—The world can ill 
spare any vice which has obtained long 
and largely among civilized people. Such 
a vice must have some good along with its 
deformities.—Ed. Howe’s Monthly. 


The Goods, All Right—First Gossip 
—Don’t tell a soul, but I saw a whole 
barrel of whisky delivered to the Tope- 
leys’ this afternoon in broad daylight. 

Second Gossip—How’d you know it 
was whisky? 

First Gossip—Why, Topeley himself 
helped the delivery man handle it with 
care.—Buffalo Express. 


Troubles A-Plenty—‘You should 
try to cultivate a spirit of optimism,” 
said the tireless moralizer. 

“Tt can’t be done in my business,”’ said 
the harassed looking man. 

“What is your business?” 

“T have charge of the liquor shipments 
for an express company.” —Birmingham 
Age-Herald. 





of the Worldis fOr 


BAD BREAKS 


Dogged Criticism — “To prevent 
crowth of similar conditions in America, 
Congress MUTS take such action as will 
put governmental affairs in constructive 
rather than a passing or questionable 
position.” —Charleston News and Courier. 





In the Oolong—Mrs. Thomas Hunter 
gave several clever toasts, and inter- 
spersed her talk with ANTIDOTES.—Chey- 
enne (Wyoming) Leader. 


On a Historical Occasion—After 
Justice Cohalan had withdrawn, the Presi- 
dent DECEIVED the delegation of twenty- 
five in the private office of Gatti-Casazza 
in the Metropolitan.— New York Evening 
Mail. 


Theatre Economy—“ Next Week:— 
The New Farce, ‘NOTHING BUT THE BOX 
OFFICE OPEN AT 9.30.’ ”—Ad. in Sheffield 
(Eng.) Telegraph. 


Absent-minded Brooklynite—“‘ Lost 
... Pair of TROUSERS, GOING FROM 
FLATBUSH AV. DOWN 7TH TO ST. JOHN’S 
PLACE.” —Brooklyn (N. Y.) Daily Eagle. 


Probably Permanent This Time— 
“De Croix is credited with carrying $900 
on his person when Jast killed.” —Daily 
Bulletin, Valdez, Alaska. 


Police Intelligence—“ The police are 
trying to find out whether Pete Dishkent 
BLEW HIS OWN BRAINS OUT OR COMMITTED 
suicipE.””—M ontreal Weekly Herald. 


Single and Simple—‘ When Private 
O’Shayne returned from overseas yester- 
day morning he was a SIMPLE man; in 
the afternoon he: married Miss Laura 
Clarkson.”’— Vancouver, B. C., World. 
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Impressive — Binkers — What's the 
idea of a little firm like yours with a mas- 
sive safe like that? 

Chinkers—It helps the morale of our 
creditors.—Boston Globe. 

Household Economy—Mr. Benson 
went to New York to business, but lived 
in Brooklyn. Often he was not able to 
get home in time for dinner at night. He 
told his wife that he would phone her 
every day as to whether he could leave 
the office or not. 

Mrs. Benson was of a very thrifty dis- 
position and the following was her solu- 
tion of the problem: “Sam, if you find 
that you can’t be home for dinner, phone 
me at exactly six o'clock. If the tele 
phone rings at that hour I’ll know it is 
you and that you are not coming for din- 
ner. I won’t answer it and you'll get your 
nickel back.” —Christian Advocate. 


Not His Stomach—Everybody has 
heard that old bald lie about the way to a 
man’s heart being through his stomach. 
If wife really wants to reach her husband’s 
heart, let her keep her dry goods bill 
within reason. Nothing in the world 
angers a man so much as a woman’s dry 
goods bills, for the reason that half of 
nearly every dry goods bill represents 
pure and wanton waste of money.— Ed. 
Howe's Monthly 























} Ou y neer On o1 1a 
meni comme Toiseau sur la branch 
Lui—Maztie! Pourcu que la branche 


She—How uncertain life I live just like 
a bird on a branch! 

He (to himself)—Gosh, some 
Péle-~-Méle (Pari 


branch!—/ 


Everything With Him—‘“ Money 
isn’t everything.” 

“Maybe not, but right now it’s the 
only thing I can think of that I really 
need.”’— Detroit Free Press 


Untaught by Experience—*“ Has 


your husband quit betting on the 
horses?” 
“Yes,”” replied young Mrs. Torkins; 


“until the 15th of the month.” 

“Why the time limit?” 

“Charley doesn’t get paid again until 
the 15th.” —Washington Star. 




















Canoasser—Would you ask the lady of the house if I can supply her with a vacuum cleaner? 
Flossie—Thank you, but none of our vacuums require cleaning!—London Mail. 
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TRAVEL 


What 





Knows the Ropes sort of 
traveler is Twobble?” 

“ An experienced one.” 

“ How is that?” 

“ He calls all the Pullman porters ‘Sam’ 
and all the waiters ‘ George.’ ”— Birming- 
ham Age-Herald. 


‘ 


To Call the Bluff—Aronson— Most 
of the airs people put on about the bene- 
fits of foreign travel are all a bluff. 

Woodson—Yes. But you’ve got to 
travel yourself in order to be able to call 
the bluff.— Brooklyn Citizen. 


The Conductor's Grouch—‘I don’t 
like the way this road is run,” said the 
irritable passenger. 

“What right have vou to kick, com- 
pared to me?” the conductor. 
“You only have to make this trip once 
in a while.”—Washington Star. 


said 


Branching Out—‘ Does Mr. Jagsby 
care much about travel?” 

“He didn’t until recently. Jagsby 
used to be content to make a tour of the 
downtown district in a taxicab, but now 
that we are going to have a_ bone-dry 
he’s talking of enlarging his 
include a few of the 
Birmingham Age 


nation, 
itinerary to 
European capitals.” 
Herald. 


How-de-do About Airships—The 
pretense that there is need for a mail 
service carried by airships is the purest 
Nonsense. It is one of the fool ideas we 
should get rid of, instead of encouraging 
The notion that there are business men 
who suffer because of the slowness of the 
present railway mail service, the best 
the world has ever seen, is piffle. If a 
man is in a hurry, there is the telegraph, 
which beats the flying ship a thousand 
to one in speed, and does not cost half 
as much. What we need to do now is 
to get rid of a number of Smart Aleck 
American ideas, and get down to real 
common sense and economy. The big 
gest Smart Aleck of the lot is the airship 
mail service idea. The pretense is that 
it will make available the military ma- 
The flying machine is an ex 
let those who want to 
play with it pay the expense. Let the 
military flying machines be junked. We 
have already wasted millions on the air 
programme, and should not continue it. 
—Ed Howe’s Monthly. 


chines. 
pensive luxury; 














COURTING 


Physical Impossibility—Paler Fa 
milias (sternly)—You can’t walk in this 
house and hang up your hat, young man. 

Bashful Wooer (meekly)—I know I 
can’t, sir. You’re sitting on it.—Balti- 


more American. 


He Interested Her—‘“I find the pro- 
fessor’s statistics stupid.” 

“T don’t. He told me there were 400,- 
000,000,000 people in the world and that 
I was the prettiest girl in the lot.””—Stray 


Stories. 


Putting the Clock Ahead—How 
times have changed. The old-fashioned 
girl who used never to sit up later than 
nine o’clock has a daughter now who just 
starts out at nine o’clock for the evening. 
—Boston Transcript. 


Looked Encouraging—‘Has that 
young man who is calling on you given 
you any encouragement, Emily?” asked 
the father. 

“Oh, yes, father. Last night he asked 
me if you and mother were pleasant to 
live with,” replied the daughter. 
Yonkers Statesman. 


That's the Point—He—Shall we live 
with your parents after we are mar- 
ried? 

She—The question is, can we live with- 
out them.—Boston Transcript. 





Scientific Cookery 





“Je vous jugerat alwuore. Tener, si vous éte 


auce hollandaise? 
“Tout ce qu'il y a plus simple 
“T’ll put you to the test. 
with Hollandaise sauce?” 





CaN 6 


i calee, comment faites-vous [ Amanite citrine 


C8 11°08 dans un litre d’ HO avec C*Ca et une pincée de Na Cl!” 


If you are so accomplished, how do you make citrate of fungi 


“Quite simple. C!*®HO% in a quart of H?O with C*Ca and a pinch of Na Cl!”—Le Baion- 


nette (Paris) 


Loves Labor Lost-——“‘What did Mr. 
Cummings say to you last night, Clara, 
when he was trying to button your 
glove?”’ queried the anxious mother. 

“Why,” replied the daughter, “he said 
that any firm making gloves as hard to but- 
ton as mine ought to quit the business.” 

“Well, my dear,” continued the a. m., 
“take my advice and don’t waste any 
more time in that direction.’’—Brooklyn 
Cilizen. 


Customer—Who’s waiting at this table? 
Chorus from the Counter—You are'—London Mail. 





Disappointment—We were promised 
a report of two weddings for this issue, 
but up to this Friday noon the promised 
wedding notices have not arrived.—Neu 
Waterford (O.) Magnet. 


A New “Skirt’’ in Town—A new 
baby daughter is reported at the home of 
Mr. and Mrs. Peddycoat of Athens 
Street.’’—Mercyville Banner. 


Alarmed Expectancy—Anne Ritten- 
house cordially indorses the hip-length 
tunic, and, inasmuch as we never yet 
have got it into our head whether the 
tunic is a waist or gown, one can imagine 
our trepidation as we go about our daily 
tasks.—Ohio State Journal. 


Why Country Editors Are Bald— 
Last week several items were put back 
owing to lack of space, and that sort of 
thing, which no one except those initiated 
quite understands. We always dislike to 
leave out something of which we are 
aware as there are always many things 
taking place of which we do not know 
or fail to get details which must per- 
force be unmentioned.—Oberlin (Kas.) 
Times. 
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THE BEST STORY OF THE WEEK FROM ABROAD 


I 


for me this time,” said Private An- 
son, as they lifted him on to the 
operating table. 

“Blighty,”” murmured the American 
doctor (attached for duty) reassuringly; 
“sure thing.” 

“And to think,” continued Private 
Anson with intense disgust, “that it took 
ole Fritz over four years to do this to me. 
I was beginning to believe he hadn’t a 
shell what could find me—if you under- 
stand me?” 

“Got you first time,” 
American doctor. 

“But it seems he had one with me 
name and address on it; so, of course, I 
got it. Sweating on leave I was, too.” 

Private Anson swore competently for 
a few moments. 

“To get a slugging like you got just 
when you’re expecting leave is pretty 
fierce luck,” said the American doctor 
sympathetically. 

“ Me and ole Bill Harris had it between 
us. Pore ole Bill! you couldn’t find 
what’s left of him with a magnerfying 
glass. Out since Mons, too.... It’s 
me leg, isn’t it, doctor?” 

oe tw 

“Will it have to come off, doctor?” 

“Not if we can keep you this side of 
Hades with it on, sonny. Now be quiet 
for a few moments, and don’t be scared. 
I’m just going to push you into dream- 
land.” 

He administered the anesthetic, and 
Private Anson slid into unconsciousness. 


5s ['c either Blighty or the bone yard 


answered the 


When he opened his eyes again he 
was lying on a clean bed in a Nissen hut. 
Private Anson felt that he should have 
been comfortable in that bed, but he 
wasn’t. His left leg was aching and 
burning, and he was desperately thirsty. 
He tried to alter the position of the 
troublesome leg, and found that it was 
fastened down. This annoyed him. He 
swore. Private Anson belonged to the 
regular army, and when he swore, he did 
it thoroughly. An angular orderly, 


with pale eyes, and hair that would cer- 
tainly get him into trouble with the ser- 
geant-major at an early date, appeared 
suddenly at the bedside. 
“Gimme some water,” 
Anson in a thick voice. 


said Private 








HIS OWN LANGUAGE 


By 


FREDERICK TILSLEY 











The orderly blinked at him protest- 
ingly. “Can’t,” he answered. “Quite 
impossible, old chap. You are just coming 
out of an anesthetic, and water would 
make you horribly sick.” He shuddered 
He was a very inexperienced orderly. 

“T’ll chance that. Gimme some 
water.” 

“Absolutely daren’t, old top.” 

“Gimme some water, I tell you.” 

“Can’t—really can’t, you know.” 

“Well, gimme some beer.” 

“Tt’s absolutely against orders to give 
you anything to drink. I should be— 
shot at sunrise, and all that sort of thing 
you know.” 

Private Anson began to swear, and the 
orderly shuddered again, only much 
more violently this time. 

“T can see,” concluded Private Anson 
“that I shall have to get that water my- 
self.” With a great effort he jerked him- 
self into a sitting position. 


Answering a Fool According to His Folly 
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Jones—Hello, Brown—movin’? 
Brown (bitteriy)—Oh, no; I’m just giving the 
furniture a ride.—Sydney Bulletin. 


The orderly sprang at him and laid 


gentle hands on his shoulders. “No! 
no! no! You mustn’t; you really 
mustn’t! You'll hurt yourself,” he said 


tragically. 

“Tl hurt you if you don’t clear out 
toot sweet!”’ bellowed Private Anson. He 
fell back with a groan; and then, re- 
membering that his leg was fastened 
down, he cursed the hospital and every- 
thing in it with much vigor. He was a 
pugnacious individual at the best of 
times. In his present condition, dazed 
with chloroform and pain, a mule was 
mild-mannered and thoughtful compared 
with him. It seemed to Private Anson 
that whoever tied his leg down had taken 
an unheard-of liberty, and he was not the 
sort of person to stand that kind of thing 
quietly. He set his teeth and dragged 
on the fastened leg with all his strength. 
The orderly uttered a_horror-stricken 
bleat and ran for the sister. In spite of 
the pain caused him by every movement, 
Private Anson tugged again. He was 
delirious by the time the sister ar- 
rived. 

“You must be quiet,” said the sister 
in a firm voice. “Otherwise you will 
never get better.” 

Under the impression that some one 
was threatening him, Private Anson 
swore at her in a loud, clear voice. The 

orderly blushed, and tried to look as if 
he hadn’t heard; the sister was a regu- 
lar, and was used to being sworn at. 

“Do you know who you are talking 
to?” she asked grimly, and her voice 
somehow succeeded in penetrating to 
the befogged brain of Private Anson. 
He realized dimly there was a woman 
present. He declared that he was sorry 
if he had said anything he should not 
have said, and asked her ina hoarse voice 
to forgive him. The sister forgave him 
freely. With a sigh of relief he lay back 
and repeated the offending remarks all 
over again with great vehemence. And 
then he remembered that his leg was 
still fastened down. He started to pull 
on it again. 

“Find the orderly officer, and ask 
him if he will come here at once,” com- 
manded the sister. 

The orderly disappeared. Two min- 
utes later he reappeared, with the officer 
at his heels. The officer was a surgeon, 
and, like all surgeons, he expected to be 
famous in the near future. He was very 





kind to Private Anson. He called him 
“old boy” twice. 

“You must be quiet, old boy,” he said 
soothingly, speaking with a pronounced 
democratic accent. “For your own 
sake, you must be quiet. If you don’t 
lie perfectly still we shall have to remove 
your leg. Do you understand me, old 
boy? Do you realize the importance of 
perfect quietness?” 

Private Anson ought to have been 
flattered, but he was not. He told the 
orderly officer to go to a place which, 
though warmer than Flanders in Febru- 
ary, is less muddy. The orderly officer 
laid his right hand on Private Anson’s 
brow. It was a beautiful hand, slim and 
white, and muscular. Private Anson 
tried his hardest to bite it. He jerked 
his head suddenly, and his gleaming 
teeth snapped like a vise, missing the 
surgeon’s little finger by an inch. The 
orderly officer withdrew his hand with 
great suddenness, and the most demo- 
cratic adjective he had yet used. The or- 
derly cried out in alarm. The sister’s 
eyes widened with horror, and her mouth 
twitched—probably the first outward ex- 
pression of deep feeling she had indulged 
in since the South African War. 

To offer violence to the hand of a sur- 
geon is a crime which even delirium fails 
to excuse. The orderly officer wasted no 
more time on Private Anson after that; 
words v.ere absolutely useless. 

“Give him morphia, sister, and keep 
him as quiet as you can. Somebody had 
better stay with him all night. I am 
afraid it is useless, though. If he hasn’t 
killed himself before morning, that leg 
will have to come off. It’s a pity, too— 
remarkable operation in many ways— 
Captain Spencer was anxious it should 
turn out a success. G’night, sister.” 


After a brief struggle, from which the 
orderly emerged with nothing worse than 
a black eye, the sister succeeded in in- 
jecting the morphia. For all the appar- 
ent effect it had on Private Anson, the 
morphia might just as well have been 
water. The orderly was contending 
against an unusually vigorous attempt 
to get out of bed, when the padre entered 
the ward. 

The padre was a little, round man, 
with a red, round face, and big, round 
glasses. He wore the South African rib- 
bon and a wound-stripe, and had been 
“over the top” more thanonce. Closing 


the door gently behind him, he tiptoed 
down the ward until he reached Private 
Anson’s bed. 

“Good evening, orderly. Is he one of 
my boys?” 

“Couldn’t say, sir,” said the order- 


The End of the Socialistic Carnival 




















Il lupo tedesco butta finalmente la maschera! 
At last the German wolf discards his mask. 


—L’ Asino (Rome). 


ly, grabbing Private Anson’s wrists. 
“Haven't had a chance to look yet.” 

“What’s the matter with him, orderly? 
He seems very ill.” 

The orderly explained. His explana- 
tion was frequently interrupted by Pri- 
vate Anson’s oft-repeated invitation to 
“Come and have it out in a shell-hole if 
yer fancy yerselves.” 

“And the doctor thinks that if this 
poor boy can only be kept quiet there is a 
chance for his leg,”” murmured the padre 
thoughtfully. “Have you tried to reason 
with him in his own language, orderly?” 

The orderly looked puzzled. 

“His own language, sir? He’s British, 
you know.” 

“Quite so, orderly; but he’s a Regular 
soldier, isn’t he?” 

“Yes, sir—out since Mons, and all the 
rest of it.” 

The padre smiled gently. 

“Old soldiers have a language of their 


“Oh! Madame, j'ai manqué de me casser le cou!!” 
“ N’oubliez pas, Marie, que tout ce que vous cassez ici, sera retenu sur vos gage 


“Oh! Madame, I almost broke my neck!” 


own, orderly. Just go and tell the sister 
I should like to speak to her, will you, 
please? I’ll look after your patient while 
vou are away.” 

The moment the orderly had turned 
his back, the padre glanced stealthily 
around him and bent over the patient. 

Private Anson cursed hir impartially, 
and mentioned several of the things that 
would happen if ever he caught the padre 
alone in a shell-hole. 

The padre’s eyes gleamed. 

“Shut yer bloody mouth,” he hissed, 
“and listen to me! These people are 
doin’ their best to save yer bloody leg, 
and you, yer bloody fool, are goin’ the 
right way to lose it. If I was them I 
wouldn’t take any more bloody trouble 
with you. I’d tut the bloody thing off, 
yer bloody silly head as well, you bloody 
ole washout!” 

“If we was in a shell-ole—”’ began 
Private Anson indignantly. 

“Yer know more about estaminets,” 
scofied the padre. “All this bloody fuss 
over a bad leg, and there’s fellows in 
this same bloody ward ten times as bad 
as you not sayin’ a word! Kids just out 
from Blighty, too, most of ’em. Yer 
oughter be bloody well ashamed of yer- 
self. Can’t stand a bit of pain.” 

“Who can’t stand a bit of pain?” 

“You can’t; yer too bloody windy.” 

“Windy? Mel! I was out at Mons, I 
was.” 


A Close Call for Fifty Cents 
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“Well, Marie, I’d have you remember that anything you break here will be taken out of 


your wages!” —Le Péle-Méle (Paris). 
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Flivverum in Parvo 












































When Henry Makes ’Em 


“So was I—got a tidy ole packet in the 
leg too; but I didn’t make as much bloody 
row about it as you’re doin,’ either.” 

“T can stand pain with any man,” 
said Private Anson, and added thought- 
fully—“ when I want to.” 

“Well, I’d start wantin’ to pretty 
quick, if I was you. There’s a 1918 kid 
down there, with a big ’ole in his stum- 
mick, laughin’ at yer.” 

“T’ll speak to him in the morning,” 
said Private Anson severely. 

“And what’s more—” 

“There’s nothing more to be said,”’ in- 
terrupted Private Anson with dignity. 
“You was out at Mons, I was out at 
Mons, and you have seen fit to insult me. 
I don’t want any further conversation 
with you whatever, until I am recovered 
enough to knock yer bloody ’ead off. 
And now I’m going to sleep—good-night 
to you.” 

When the sister arrived the padre was 


Cheaper.—New 


York World. 


mopping his brow with a large red hand- 
kerchief. 

“You want me, padre? Good heavens! 
whatever have you done to him? Hyp- 
notized him? I do believe he’s asleep.” 

“T’ve just been speaking to him,” said 
the padre, with a bland, Oriental smile. 
“I spoke to him in his own language. | 
sincerely hope and believe that he will 
be all right now. By the way, sister, 
there’s a special service at two o'clock 
to-morrow afternoon. I hope your duties 
will not prevent you from attending. 
Good-night, sister—good-night.’’—Cham- 
bers’s Journal. 


Another Misunderstanding—His 
Girl—I suppose you picked up a little 
French patter? 

Returned Doughboy (earnestly)—You 
know I wouldn’t do anything like that, 
Tessie, with you and me engaged all the 
time!—Buffalo Express. 








Located—‘“ What’s become of the old- 
fashioned man who used te push a per 
ambulator about the streets?” 

“T saw him the other day.” 

“What was he doing?” 

“He was cranking his flivver while his 


wife held the twins.”—Birmingham Age- 


Herald. 


Competent—“ You advertised for a 
reliable chauffeur?” 

“ Yes.” 

“T’d like to get the job.’ 

“What are your qualifications?” 

“Well, first. I know how to run a car.” 

“TI should hope so.” 

“ And, second, I testified in a breach-of- 
promise suit against my last employer 
and the show girl who brought suit didn’t 
get a nickel.” 

“You are 

ige-Herald. 


, 


engaged.’’— Birmingham 


Everyday People—‘“ This is a home- 
like town.” 

“So it is.” 

“The people here seem to lead normal 
lives, too.” . 

a 

“The ratio of flivvers to automobiles 
parked around the depot is about 10 to 
1." —Birmingham Age-Herald. 

Warming-Up __ Exercise — Redd 
Who’s your friend? 

Greene—Oh, he’s one of the 
boys.” 

“What do you mean by ‘hello boys’?”’ 

“He always wants to try and start 
something.” 

“Well, bring him around tomorrow 
and let him warm up on that flivver of 
mine.” —Yonkers Statesman. 


“hello 


Not Inspiring—‘“Oh, what fun it is 
to ride in a one-hoss open shay!” 

“Yes!” 

“But nobody has written a carol about 
the one-lung automobile.”—Louisville 


Courier-Journal. 


Little But Loud—‘“I used to call 
Jibway’s car a one-lung flivver, but I 
take it back.” 

“Why so?” 

“He trotted it out this morning and 
started to town about 6 a.m., when I was 
trying to get my beauty sleep. It sounded 
like a flock of tanks going into action.” — 
Birmingham Age-Herald. 



































Europe's Estimate 


of 
President Wilson’s 
Peace Propos als 

















Nurse Returns From Her Afternoon 
Out 

“Now, children, I hope you have all 

been good while I’ve been away!” —Pass- 


ing Show (London). 
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The Firm Basis of Peace 


“We've got to keep our balance till the 


show is over.” —Nebelspalter (Zurich). 
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At the Congress of Peace 


Wilson—Qui non c’é posto per te; 


quantunque disarmato rassomigli troppo 
al militarismo. 


Wilson—It’s no place for you here; al- 


though disarmed you look like militar- 
ism.—L’ Asino (Rome). 





Sunrise 


Kolossale omoaeltninger forestaar i 
Europa. Solen som hittil gik up i ost, gaar 
nu Op 1 vest. 


A great change has taken place in 
Europe. The sun, usually rising in the 
East, comes up for once out of the West. 
—Hoepsen (Christiana). 


The Cooked Goose 
“Qué us sembla el gall dindi imperial?’ 
“Que'’ns ha de semblar! Que ja esta ben 
cuit!” 
“And how is the royal bird now?” 
“Just nicely cooked!”—Esquetla (Bar- 
celona). 











Wilson’s Second Visit to Paris 

“So, my dear young lady, you will soon 
return to your home at The Hague.”— 
Nebelspalter (Zurich). 
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T is always interesting 





and all the while he 


he likes, 





to learn what are the 
hobbies and pastimes of 
successful men. We 
like to read about the 
railroad magnate who raises 


The Producer’s Pastime 


By Lawton MAcKALL 


has the satisfaction of im- 
agining that his light comedy 
is vastly important. 

Mr. Belasco, for example, 
rejoices in the abolition of 
footlights. Why not abolish 








guinea-pigs, and the stock- 
broker who embroiders night- 
ies for his wife, and the famous preacher who never 
misses a prize fight, and the great painter who plays 
parchesi with his cook, and the criminal lawyer who 
goes in for pansies, and the glue manufacturer who 
tinkles a harp. Similarly it is interesting to study the 
chief amusement of some of our well-known theatre 
producers—playing with electricity. 

For the mere man in the audience stage lighting is 
simply a means of providing illumination for the actors 
so they won’t have to perform in the dark. To be sure, 
there are necessary varieties: artificial daylight, dim- 
able for thunderstorms, etc.; night light for burglaries 
and murder mysteries; drawing-room light, purport- 
ing to come from table lamps and chandeliers; firelight, 
that red glow which is shot out from the vicinity of 
alleged embers, luring someone to assume an armchair 
pose; moonlight; and fancy dawns and sunsets. 

These he regards as routine effects and accepts them 
as a matter of course. When he sees the old 
peasant woman enter, shading with her hand 
a flickering candle, he knows that at 
once the whole room (one of those 
“cramped” hut interiors actually 
about the size of a gymnasium) 
will be completely lighted up; 
just as when in “Please Get 
Married,” Edith Taliaferro pro- 
vokes a many hundred candle- 
power eclipse by snapping off a 
bedside bulblet. Yes, to the 
mere man in the audience stage 
lighting is a standardized pro- 
cedure of no more concern than 
the way the waiter sets the table 
for him at dinner. But to the 
producer, ah, how different! It has 
for him all the fascination of some- 
thing to monkey with. 

The fact that the man in the 
audience doesn’t pay attention to 
the lighting leaves the resourceful 


stage-setter free to do with it what 














Chic Sale, as Jefferson Sap, Sr., in 
“Monte Cristo, Jr. 
to have found adequate cause for looking. 


them? Some of the best peo- 
ple from Henry Irving down have been footlight aboli- 
tionists. It is inhuman and unnatural, they say, for 
illumination to emanate from the region anterior to 
one’s tootsies. Abore’s the thing; light that, like Shake- 
speare’s well-known mercy, droppeth like the gentle 
rain upon the face beneath. Arthur Hopkins, another 
abolitionist, finds this heavenly glow sufficient, but Mr. 
Belasco’s punch requires something stronger to bask 
in; so he has a set of patent radiance-throwers at- 
tached to the forefront of his balcony and aimed 
squarely at the stage. As the curtain rises these curi- 
ous devices open automatically and cast their ingen- 
ious beams over the heads of the people in the orchestra. 
It’s really awfully nice. Mr. Belasco has his fun and 
the actors aren’t disturbed in the least, and nobody 
down below knows the difference. 

Every time I take anyone to the Belasco Theatre I 

ask him during the first intermission, “How do you like 

this way of staging without footlights?” | And 
the answer is always: “ Without footlights? 
That’s so. I confess I hadn’t noticed.” 
And when Mr. Belasco sends the show 
on the road, he keeps the beam- 
slingers at home; and yet it may 
worry a long a year or so despite 
the handicap of footlights. 

A device dear to the hearts of 
stagers is the ceiling stereop- 
ticon. Somewhere just back of 
the proscenium arch a small 
magic lantern is placed pointing 
straight down. Any actor who 
stands in just the proper spot 

under it gets a light-bath. In 
mystery scenes this enables any 
desired portion of his anatomy to 
be floodlighted. George Gaul, as Job 
was spotted in this way with various 
colors throughall histribulations. Yet, 
in the end, Job triumphed. But I sus- 
pect that that was due more to Gaul’s 


Mr. Sap appears ) 
superb acting than to the magic lantern. 








From “Up tn Masev’s Room” 
It was an innocent chemise 
Designed to please, perhaps to tease— 

A garment famed in fact and fable— 
Which Garry sent quite innocent, 

With good intent to naughty Mabel. 

He had no thought of trouble wrought, 
And being caught in wiles capricious, 
Nor did he dream it would be seen 

By Geraldine his bride suspicious. 

But women can annoy a man 

In more ways than the writers tell us, 
And make this life a place of strife 

With troubles rife when they are jealous. 


Walter Jones and Evelyn Gosnell 
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From “Tue Honor or THE FaMILy”’ 


“An uncle there was, and he made his prayer” x 4 
to the vamp here exhibited. But he had a ‘ 
nephew, Col. Philippe Otis Skinner Bridau, who a» 
steps in and retrieves the old boy’s fortune from 


her designing digits. 
trieving. 


Palpably a sly dog,at re- 


From 
“THe Vetvet Lapy” 






From “Tue 
LitTLe Journey’ 


, 






Georgia O’Ra- 
mey, mixed as 
to mouthpieces. 


“There’s nothing like a good rap on the 
head to make us see stars that we never 
knew were in the firmament.” 
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Leave It to the Sailor 

By Exstos H. M. Pace, fir Station, Pensacola, Fla 

[ was a tense moment at the semi-weekly 

movie showinthe Y.M.C.A. Faithless friends 
and ungrateful relatives had conspired to defraud 
the beautiful heroine of her inheritance. Desti 
tute, alone and at her wit’s end, she sank down 
Great glycerine tears rolled 


Naval 


on a park bench. 
down the poor girl’s cheeks, and, as her lips mur 
mured something, we saw her cry flashed on the 
screen, ‘Oh, what shall I do now?” Up piped a 
Jack: “Join the navy and learn a trade.”’ 


She Knew Him 
By Laecr, Wuttam Tact, U.S. A 

\ captain and a first lieutenant were instruc- 
tors in the same specialty, the former being the 
rhe captain’s wife on being 
introduced to the wife of the lieutenant was 

asked if she knew the lieutenant 
With a haughty air, she replied: “ Why, yes, I 
know Lieut. Blank. He works for my husband.’ 


senior instructor 


Transport Song 
By Pvt. J. D. McMaster, U. 8S. Naval Air Station, Miami, Fla 
From somewhere here to somewhere there, 
Che transports shuttle back and forth 

A precious crew these vessels bear, 

From somewhere here to somewhere there, 
So, pilots, steer your ships with care, 

From somewhere here to somewhere there. 


Wrong Thinking 
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By Coox Wu Mansnaut, Battery A, 
1£.F 


. France 

A German major, taken prisoner at Chateau 
Thierry was very much agitated at being con 
ducted to the rear by a buck private 

“You d Americans think you are going to 
win this war, but you’re not.”’ 

“Yes,”’ said his captor, “you d 
and you think you are going to the hospital, but 
And he pulled out his gun and 


German, 


you are not 


fired 


Such a Little Sergeant 


Wrurentns, lat Depot B., @nd C. O. R., Niagara 
Camp, Ontario, Can 


By Sener. W 


Pvt. Pat Ryan stood six feet four in his stock- 
ings, the drill sergeant about five feet six 
Ryan,” yelled the ser- 
vou 


“Hold up your head, 
geant morning. “Don’t let m« 
looking on the ground again on parade.” 

“Do I have to hould me head up loike this all 
the toime?”’ said Pat 

“That’s what I told you,” replied the sergeant 

“Then, be jabers, Oi’d better be wishing you 
good-bye, Sergeant, for Oi’ll niver see ye again.” 


one catch 








This Week’s Best Service Joke 


Cold Storage 
By Senor. Jenowe M. Hanns, U.S. A 
Captain—Where is your overcoat? 
Private—Sir, I can not find it. 
Cartain—Well, you'll find it on the 


payre il. 








Mirage 
By Genavcp L. Kacrwan, Jet Licut., Q. M. Corpse 
The perils my ideals have braved, 
Through trials and contusions, 
Have given me this notion 
In sadness and in song 


That the road to Happiness is paved 


With Fancies and Delusions, 


And the scheme of locomotion 


Is to kid yourself along. 








Drawn by Pvt. Dick Kennepy 
Mess Set.—Reagie, after 5 finish scr 
the pots I’m gonna let you rest for two hou 
Reggie—Y' mean I can go up to my tet 
eep for two hours? 
Mess Set.—Naw! I mean y'can sit down a 
pee! spuds for two hours , 


andle== Deck 


Obedience 
By Pvr. C. C. Coox, Co. D, Hdgr. Bn., G. H.Q., A. E. F., France 
pat. just returned from the trenches with his 
head swathed in bandages was the center of 
attraction. “How did you get wounded?” 
asked a proud admirer. 

“Well,” said Pat, “the dirty Boche wuz raisin’ 
Ned wit’ our trinches whin our brave captain 
shouts ‘Kape down, boys, and sthand Pat!’ 
Oi obade.” 


Ode to My Red Cross Girl 
By Howarp A. Henry, Regtl. Sgt. Major, Inf. 
It isn’t because your savory pies 
Are the sweetest I ever had; 
It isn’t because the light in your eyes 
Has the power of making me glad; 
It isn’t because your parlor of rest 
Is filled with melodious cheer; 
It isn’t because your “eats” are the best 
Of any we get over here. 
The reason I'll see you again and again 
And I know very well it won’t please 
But after each meal, when I say ‘“‘Combien’’? 
Is the way that you say “‘Swoss on dees.” 


“‘No Place Like Home” 


Haney E. Cantnen, 808th Pioneer Inf., A. E. F., 
rance 


By Liev 


Commanding Officer (to captain, a member of 
whose organization had lost a finger by acci 
dental discharge of a hand-grenade)—What did 
they do with that man who lost the finger? 

Captain—Sent him home. 

Irrepressible Lieutenant (holding up two fin- 
gers) — Shoot! 


Soldier-Labor Problem Solved 
By Lieut. S. A, Daves, U. 8. A 

A short time after the armistice was signed two 
‘“‘bucks” were discussing discharges and future 
employment. 

‘You know, Bill, when we get out of this man’s 
army and try to get our old jobs back, we may 
find some ‘Jane’ holding them down.” 

“Suits me,” was the ready reply, “I'll marry 
the ‘Jane’ and let her keep the job.” 


Quick Action 
By Pvt 19th F. A., A. E. F., France 


Sambo was relating to a friend how fast he 


Jacx Rosennenc, Ord. Det., 


could run. 

“TI was once taken up in an airplane and I 
kept up with it—on the level.” 

“That’s nothing,” replied Sambo, “Ah once 
heard a shell coming my way and I beat it to the 


dugout.” 
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Vive l’Empereur 














of all the crowned heads of Europe, and the arbiter of the destinies of a continent—how, half fed and shabbily clothed, 


I ‘i an unknown and friendless youth, a penniless charity student, became the Emperor of a great nation, the master 


while awaiting the next turn of the wheel of fortune, he was called upon togerform an act of desperate heroism, where 
failure meant certain death, and how he acquitted himself with such skill and resolution that then and there was opened up 
how even at an early age he showed himself an Alexander in military achieve- 


the mighty career he was destined to lead 
powers 


ments and a Cesar in administrative 
four big volumes of his famous 


this is the amazing story told by the historian, John S. C. Abbott, in the 


LIFE OF NAPOLEON BONAPARTE 


° ° 
Given to Prompt Subscribers 
Abbott's History of the French Revolution 
Two Volumes Uniform with the Life of Napoleon 

hat nightmare of horrors, The French Revolution 
and The Reign of Terror, is pictured in these two thrill 
ing volumes in all its stark and bloody realities. GWe 
hear the ravings of the Parisian mob led by demagog 

the Lenines and Trotzkys of that day—with loud 
; for freedom on their tongues but with murder 
a horde of savages worse 






outcri¢ 
ind pillage in their hearts 
than the Neros of old We see how the prompt an 1 fear 
less action of the little Corsican officer, Napoleon, 





brought order out of chaos and started him on that 
brilliant career that has inscribed his name indelibly on 


The delivery of these two volumes, so indispensable to a proper 
understanding of the influences that gave direction to Na 
poleon's genius, can be guarant i only to prompt subscribe. s 





An Inspiring Study in 
Power of Will 


In four months Napoleon raised France 
from an abyss of ruin to the highest pin- 
nacle of prosperity and renown. For 
anarchy he substituted law, for bank- 
ruptcy a well-replenished treasury, for 
ignominious defeat resplendent victory, 
for universal discontent as universal sat- 
isfaction. Whatever Napoleon undertook 
he performed magnificently. 

Step by step we follow his 
career in these 


Abbott’s 


marvelous 
glowing pages of 
Life. 

We see him the hig] 


tenant of seventeen, often 











the keenest mortification 
pecuniary ment 
hims¢ 
cloist it 
rabl 4 IT el 
Acq 1 of those stores « 
edge v which he was later to 
remodel the institutions of E1 I 
and al t change t the 
world Abbott’s J ‘ 
Napoleon did not | e- 
nown His triumy I - 
ments were not H 
p and < iceptions r t t 
brilliant es of pre itat 
pea 4 

did 1 prepare t N 
10 tn m ik 
I ra ter S< I Ul cyve 
in ’y mor epl t 
| n f fatigue pat ent ot har« 
! un ried i ay ation, 
difhicultic could deter, no danger 
daunt, no obstacles impede him. 

i NS NO sid . 


His Magnetic Personality 

In no other Life are found such intimate views 
ot Napoleon the man. We learn the secret of the 
love and devotion of his soldiers whom he never 
called upon to encounter perils or endure hard- 
ships which he was not perfectly ready to share. 
We see the actual working of his powerful mind 
towards that ascendency that rendered his presence 
on the battlefield, according to the testimony of 
his opponents, equal to a reinforcement of 40,000 


men. We understand why he is today the idol 





of the gallant French people who in the very 
bosom of their capital hav e erected over his be- 
loved remains such a mausoleum as honors the 
grave of no other mortal. 


MAIL COUPON TODAY 

to insure your receiving both 
The Life of Napoleon and The History of the French 

evolution 
SIX BIG VOLUMES 
Size 10 M6 x 6% inches 
370 Illustrations 
Sound in Silk Finished Cloth stamped with Gold 
Lettering 

Printed in beautifully clear type, with generous 


torical foot-r 


margins and copio 
| le ed 


Finished with Gold tops and deckl 
A SUMPTUOUS SET 
A Delight to the Eye——An Inspiration to the Mind 


l 00 NOW and the coupon if you want to 
pine order at the instalment pri e. Or 
$ 


} 
P| 


Il. with coupon lu you want to 
the cash discount. We prepay ci ree 
But lose no time, as the supply is strictly lin 


MONEY BACK IF NOT SATISFIED 








BRUNSWICK SUBSCRIPTION CO. J. 4 
418 Brunswick Bidg., New York City 
t payment on Abbott's Lifé 
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Drawn by W. K. Stanaert 


“For goodness’ sake, Wilbur, what are you doing? 
“My dear, my employees are giving me a gold- headed cane for my birthday 
and [’m reheatsing a look of intense delight.” 


Possibilities 
By Benjamin ve Casseres 


F William McAdoo, King of the Movies, should abdicate 
] and consent to be the next President of the United States, 
there are interesting possibilities in store for us. , 
“Movie” teas at the White House Tuesdays and Fri- / 
days, with a double feature bill in the East Room Saturdays. [7 
Douglas Fairbanks will stand perched with one foot on 
the Washington Monument on visitors’ day. 
“Charlie” Chaplin will walk down Pennsylvania Avenue 
his own inimitable way, leading the inaugural parade. 
“Bill” Hart will stand with drawn gun at the iron gates 
in front of the White House prepared to shoot all militant 
Suffs on sight. 
With a piano-player ruling Poland, this is not as unusual 
as it seems. 


A Satisfactory Substitute 
“T am sorry, sir,”’ apologized the druggist, “but at the moment i 
I haven’t in stock old Dr. Blackjack’s Bile Buster.”’ b 
“Well, haven’t you something equally as injurious?” E 
Her Extravagance 
“Beats thunder how extravagant women is!” grimly said Gap 


Johnson, of Rumpus Ridge, Ark. “There’s my wife, frinstance: 


Once or twice a year she sets up a clamor that she’s got to have a E 


new dress. I don’t buy it for her, though, till she’s chattered about 
it for six months or such a matter. If I did, as soon as she got 
it she’d begin to hoo: »w about needing something else.” 


os 


JUDGE 
Do It Now! 


By Harry Irvinc SHumway 


REETINGS, To Whom It May Concern: 
(; We respectfully petition that a certain motto or 
proverb, be stricken from our land in book, sign and 
spoken word, said motto being, “Heaven Helps Those Who 
Help Themselves.” 

Therefore, Be it resolved, that whosoever has the power to 
put the bee on this proverb and forever esponge it from the 
records of eye and ear, does hereby put said bee on said pro- 
verb, and does esponge it from said records of said eye and said 
ear, until the end of the world. 

(Signed) 

Peanut Venders’ Association. 

Cash Drawer Associates. 

Grand Union of Candy Counter Men. 

Associated Free Lunch Owners. 

Rose Growers of America. 

Never-Kiss Girl Clubs of Chicago. 

Doughnut Cooking Mothers of America, Grand Council. 
Merged Fathers Whose Clothes Fit Son. 


The Singing Heart 
By Kate B. Buri 

ARK! What is that noise? It is a key grating in the lock. 
Heavy Hibernian footsteps cross the kitchen and clump up 
the back stairs. Oh, joy! It is the cook returning from her afternoon 
out. How many a time and oft in the last year has one of her 
predecessors gone out never to return. Munition plants wooed her, 
or mayhap my best friend enticed her away with fair promises of less 
work and higher wages. But to-night I may sleep in peace. In the 
morning there will be breakfast on the table, and I need not rise at 
dawn to labor in the domestic vineyard awkwardly and with bitterness 

of heart. Out with the lights, to bed—and God bless this cook! 


Amicably Arranged 
“Did you hear that Mrs. Jones is getting a divorce?” 
“Who gets the dog?” 
“Well, she gets it, but he can see it once a month.” 
About Time 
If no one has as yet called it the Peace that passeth all understanding, 


it’s high time someone did. 
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April 12, 1919 


The Income Tax 


By Watt Mason 


HAVE just dug up my savings, pay- 
ing up the income tax; so excuse my 
frantic ravings, which disturbed you 
in your shacks. 

Oh, this is indeed a black age, and the 
times are punk and ill, when a man must 
blow his package, all because of Kaiser 
Bill. And the tax collector rambles over 
hill and over dale, saying ever, as he 
ambles, “Uncle Sam’! needs the kale.” 
To my door I saw him trundle, with 
his tab and fountain pen, and he touched 
me for my bundle, as he doubtless will 
again. 

Money that we need for taters, money 
that we need for jam, cigarettes and alli- 
rators, all must go to Uncle Sam. All 
because a bonehead kaiser sitting on a 
tinhorn throne, thought ’twould be a 
whole lot wiser if the trump of war were 
blown. Then the dove of peace was fly- 
ing in the ether overhead; no one thought 
of bleeding, dying, or of painting coun- 
tries red. No one yearned for war’s ex- 
cursion save the kaiser on his throne; 
1ow we pay for his diversion with the 
treasured, hard-earned bone. 

And the tax collectors travel over hill 
and over glen, saying, as they scratch 
the gravel, “‘ Please cough up the iron men. 
Dig the doubloon and the kroner, dig the 
guilder and the franc; Uncle Sam, to 
keep his honor, must have boodle in the 
bank. Dig the kreutzer and the shilling, 
dig the rouble and the groat; is there one 
who is unwilling to preserve his country’s 
goat! 

\nd we all are digging money, paying 
up the income tax; some with smiles 
serene and sunny, some with spasms in 
their backs. And we all of us remember 
Bill’s to blame, and Bill alone: and we’d 
like to place an ember in the whiskers he 
has grown; and we'd like to get together 
in the misty Holland hills, each one with 
a tar and feather, to adorn that frame of 
sill’s. For the world was calm and happy 
ere he had his bughouse dream, chappie 
then communed with chappie, setting 
ip the pink ice cream. Then a man could 
ylow his dollars for a span of trotting 
yaks; now he digs it, while he hollers, 
paying up his income tax. 

Now the tax collectors teeter, auto- 
cratic, on the scene, saying, “For the 
love of Peter, pony up the good long 
green! Dig the pistole and piastre, dig 
the bawbee and the quid! Dig the ko- 
pecks faster, faster, prithee, than you 
ever did!” 


Mean 
“TI don’t like Jim, but I’ve got to send him 
a wedding present. What do you suggest as a 
gift?” 
‘“*When is he going to be married?” 
“In June.” 
“Send him a set of champagne glasses.” 
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DAMASKEENE 
RAZOR 


You can expect perfection in the GEM Razor— 
and get it. Make your first shave a GEM shave 
and so long as you use the GEM, your hopes for 
easy, clean, quick, safe, shaving will be fully realized 
—millions of GEMS in use today—the friend of men 
of all ages, in all walks of life, for over 25 years. 


the separate If the blade is right you are as- 

part included 4 “; °9 
in outit are Sured a good shave—if it’s a 
m bot snside GEM Blade you make assurance 
doubly sure—unmatched for 
keenness, smoothness, durability. 
00 G EM Includes frame, shaving and strop- 
O fi ping handles and seven Gem 
= utfit Blades in handsome case as 
Complete illustrated, or in Khaki case for 

traveling. 

[dd 50 Cents to above price for Canada 
Gem Cutlery Company, Inc., New York 


Canadian Branch, 591 St. Catherine St., W., Montreal 


» Great Expectations 
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GE THE: ‘ / ya 
Mm. COHAN’S fre ‘sao ‘Mint: ted‘ and Sac a0: 


THE CUTE LITTLE PLAY 
THAT TURNS 'EM AWAY 


“A Prince There Was” 


Geo. M. Cohan’s Greatest Success 





COHAN & HARRIS 


COHAN & HARRIS PRESENT 


The ROYAL VAGABOND 


A COHANIZED OPERA COMIQUE 


W. 42nd St. Eves. 8:2 
Mats. Wed. & Sat. 4:20 





Theatre, West 4! Street, Eves. at 2 
LONGACRE te ntis — >s, W oe yy ate nd he 


COHAN & HARRIS present 


THREE FACES EAST | 


The Most Fascinating Mystery Play Ever Writter 


Direct from Six Months’ Run at Cohan & Harris Theatr 





ELTING 


A. H. WOODS presents 


UP IN MABEL’S ROOM 


With HAZEL DAWN, JOHN CUMBERLAND, Others 


Theatre, West 42nd Street. Eves. at 8:30 
Matinees Wednesday & Saturday 2:30 





R E P U BR L | © THE crane, wens ot8 St. , Eves. 830 


ARTHUR HOPKINS PRESENTS 


MARJORIE RAMBEAU 


(By Arrangement with A. H. Wood 


in THE FORTUNE TELLER 





CHARLES DILLINGHAM PPESENTS 


VERYTHING 


fiz HIPPODROME 


STAGED BY R. H. BURNSIDE 


“Enough of ‘Everything’ for 10 musical comedies.””—N.Y. Sun 
std Evenings at 8:15 


o ree Dally 2 





BOOT 


Matinees Wednesday and Saturday 2: 30. 


The Woman in Room 13) 


45th Street West of Broadway. Evenings 8:30. | 





WINTER GARD 


evenings ate 8:00. 


Monte Cristo, Jr. ™7.°~ 


Bway and 50th Street 





ASTOR Mitton’ Weuneday and Saturday 2:15. 
WITH FAY 
BAINTER 


EAST IS WES 





CASIN 


Matinees Wednesday and - ———— 
MERRY 


music, SOME TIM 


MUSICAL 


Broadway and 39th Street. Eventi $y 38. 





WYNN 





| our Broadway and Thereabouts 


Jottings of a Theatre-Fan Anent 


By L. M. 


Betrer "O_e, Toe—Cort. Old Bill blows 
up a bridge and a large pair of whiskers. 

3URGOMASTER OF Betcium, THe—Bel- 
mont. A mayor who gives all for his 
townsfolk, even though he never saw 
Palm Beach. 

Dappies—Lyceum. 
for benedicts. 

Dear Brutus—Enmpire. 
some interesting Ifs. 

Kast 1s West—A stor. 
y Fay Bainter as a belle 
shop. 

I. VERYTHING— Hippodrome. 
unlike grandma’s. 


Vocational school 
Barrie develops 


Cute havoc caused 
in a Chinee 


Spectacles 


FOREVER Arrer—Playhouse. Alice 
grady and Ted booked up for eter- 
nity. 


FortuNE TELLER, THE—Repubiic. Mar- 
jorie as a medium rare. 

FrrenDLY Enemies—Hudson. Sam Ber- 
nard and Louis Mann keep the air blue 
with dialect. 

Goop Morninc, JupDGE 
in a cabaret. 

Honor or THE Famity, Tue—Globde. 
Otis Skinner halts an unbridled sad- 
dler’s daughter. 

InvistnLE For, Tue 
world melodrama. 

Jest, Tue—Plymouth. The Barrymore 
Brothers spring a grim Italian joke. 

Keep It ro YoursELF— 39th Street. Hyp- 
naughty, naughty! 

Kiss Burciar, Tue—Nora Bayes. A 
lady, a lummox and some music. 

Licutnin’—Gaiety. Effortless achieve- 
ments of an inimitable loafer. 

Listen, Lester!—Knickerbocker. Well, 
what else do you expect of a musical 
show? 

LittLe Journey, A—Vanderbilt. 
beaten track in a slight wreck. 

Mipnicut Wuirt—Century Grove. Not 
without a touch of femininity. 

Mis’ Netry or N’Or.tEANs—Henry Mil- 
ler. Mrs. Fiske conspires with the 
moon. 

Mouittre—Liberty. Henry Miller dies 
but never surrenders to the king’s lady 
friend. 

Monte Cristo, Jr.—Winter Garden. 
Book lore alleviated with beauty. 


Shubert. Copped 


Inter- 


-Harris. 


Off the 


Ou, My Dear!—Princess. Petite and 
spiffy. 
Opera Comique—Park. Gilbert and 


Sullivan renaissance. 


Prease Get Marriep—Fulton. Prema- 
ture elopement. 
Prince Tuere Was, A—Cohan. George 


M. as a star boarder. 

Roya VAGABOND, THe—Cohan €&9 Harris. 
Old-fashioned comic opera hilariously 
initiated into the ways of Broadway. 


the Shows in New York : 





JUDGE 


SLEEPLEss NIGHT, 
bed-lam. 

SomEeBopy’s SWEETHEART—Central. As 
Castilian and as saucy as a Spanish 
omelet. 

Some Time—Casino. Ed Wynn as cur- 
ator of a dame museum. 


A—Byiyou. Frisky 


Take It From Me—ggth Street. Fraught 
with frills 
Tea For Turee—Mazxine Elliott. Matri- 


mony merrily overhauled. 

39 East—Broadhurst. Who’s who in a 
boarding-house. 

Turee Faces East—Longacre. The vil- 
lain is outwitted only once, but the 
audience, many times. 

Turee Wis: Criterion. They 
don’t think a young girl should have 
too many gunmen friends. 

Ticer! Ticer! — Belasco. 
ology. 

Tosy’s Bow—Comedy. 
as a butler-diplomat. 


F« OLS 


Parlor zo- 


George Marion 


Tumse In— Selwyn. “Seven Days” 
come back with music. 
Unknown Purpte, Tue—Lyric. Show- 


ing the inadvisability of wronging an 
inventor. 

Up in MasBev’s 
zation of the 
gerie. 

Vetvet Lapy, THoe—Nevw 
Tinkling nonsense. 

Woman 1n Room 13, THE 
old flame fires. 

ZIEGFELD Frotic—Cocoanut Grove. Wo- 
man’s place is in the spotlight. 


Room—Eltinge. Utili- 
laughs latent in lin- 


Amsterdam. 


—Booth. The 


Her Record 
Visitor— Have you a papa and mamma? 
Little Emma Willis—I should say so. I’ve 
had three papas by my first mamma and two 
mammas by my second papa. 


The Spark 
The clothing merchant found his clerk on the 
floor looking dazed and battered. 
‘““What’s happened?” he inquired. 


“An Irishman came in for an overcoat and I 
asked him if he wanted an ulster, 
vanquished one. 


” 


replied the 
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“What on earth made you pick the air 
ervice: 
“We 1 don’t like it, there lots of 
ance ) oa p ou Wid 


Unsocial 

Campus Pest—I walked by your house this 
orning. 
Us—Thanks very much.—Gargoyle. 

Just Think! 
“ Abraham was a lucky man. 
e father of a great race.” 
‘That’s all right, but think of the birthdays 
yu would have to remember.’’—Froth. 


Think of being 


His Reason 
First Rube 
i hen McDulf? 
Second Rube—So that I can say 
McDutf.”’—FPelican. 


How did you happen to name 


‘Lay on, 


Polygamy 
When you meet 
\ wonder 
\t a dance 
And the next day, 
You call 
On an old, old friend 
Who is very sweet to you 
And the day after that 
You get a letter 
From an awfully nice 
Little girl 
Oh boy! Don’t you wish you were a Mormon? 
Record. 


Overworked 
’22—The more I read on the subject the less 
I seem to know about it. 
Prof.—I see you have been reading a great 


deal.—Chaparral. 
Her Specialty 
Mistress—Everything you have cooked has 


been a failure so far. Is there anything that 
you can cook well? 

New Cook—Yes, ma’am. 
me raw oysters?—Awgwan. 


Have you tried 


Of Course 
He—What is your highest ambition? 
She—Six feet one and just released.—Gar- 
goyle. 













There is no longer any occasion to go hunting for the 
Spring of Eternal Y: ith. What Ponce de Leon failed 
to discover in his world-famous mission, ages ago, has 
been brought to light right here in staid, pr America 
by Sanford Bennett, a former San Fran » business 
man. He proved it, too, right in his own person. At 
50 he was partially bald. At 70 he had a thick head of 

uir, although it was white. \t 5° his eyes were we ik 
\t 70 they were as strong as when he was a child. At 
so he was a worn-out, broken-down, decrepit old man. 
\t 70 he was in perfect health, a good deal of an athlete, 


and as young as the average man of 35. 

All this he has accomplished by some very simple and 
gentle exercises which he practiced for about ten min- 
utes before arising in the morning. Yes, many of the 
exercises are taken in bed, peculiar as this may seem. 

As Mr. Bennett explains, his case was not one of pre- 
| serving health, but one of rejuvenating a weak, middle- 

aged body into a robust old one, and he says what he has 
| accomplished anyone can accomplish by the application 
|of the same methods, and so it would seem. All 

| which puts the Dr. Osler theory to shame. There isn’t 
room in this article to go into a lengthy description 
of Mr. Benne tt’s methods for the restoration of youth 
and the prevention of old age. All this he tells himself 
in a book which he has written, entitled “Old Age— 
ts Cause and Prevention.” ‘This book is a complete 
history of himself and his experiences, and contains 
complete instructions for those who wish to put his 
health and youth-building methods to their own use. 
It is a book that every man and woman who is desirous 
of remaining young after passing the fiftieth, sixtieth, 
seventieth, and as Mr. Bennett believes, the one hun 
dredth mile-stone of life, should read. 


PARTIAL CONTENTS 


Some idea of the field covered by the author may be gained 
by the ieiening topics: Old A; e—Its C ause; How to Prevent 

; The Will in Exercising: Exercising in "Bed—shown by 
| he pages of illustrations. Sun, Fresh Air and Deep 
Breathing for Lung Development; "The Secret of G 
Digestion; Dyspepsia; How I Strengthened My aoe 

e Liver; Internal Cleanliness—how it removes an 
prevents constipation and its many attendant ills; ex~< 


An Old Man at Fifty 
A Young Man at Seventy 


The Remarkable Story of Sanford Bennett, a Former San Francisco 
Business Man, Who Has Solved the Problem of Prolonging Youth 


By V. O. SCHWAB 





Sanford 
Bennett 
at 72 


ternal cleanliness; Rheumatism; Varicose Veins in the 
Legs; The Hair; The Obese Abdomen; e Rejuvena- 
tion of the Face, Throat and Neck; The Skin, and 


many other experience chapters of vital interest. 


DON’T SEND ANY MONEY 


“Old Age—Its Cause and Prevention,” with its 400 pages 
ly illustrated 1d handsomely bound in cloth, contains 
n material as many Courses of Instruction se iz for $25 
e. But you can secure a copy of this book for only $3. 
Before com mitting yourse If in any way, however, the publishers 
lsend you “Old Age—Its use and Prevention" on ap- 
101 at der 0sit. Sanford ‘Bennett's system, as fully de 
istrated in his book, increases nerve force and 
benefiting every organ of the body the brain in 

C the vertebrae a the spinal column young, 
flexible, el: in perfect alig ff. 2 after examination 
in your own home, you feel you can afford to be without youth 
and health, send the book back within five days and you will 
owe nothing. If you e to keep it, send your check for $3. 
There are no strin” to this offer No money is required in 
advance. Merely fill out and mail the coupon and by return 
post “Old Age—Its Cause and Prevention"’ will be sent to 
you 


1 at once. 
MAIL COUPON 

For having solved the problem of prolonging youth during 
life, the world owes Sanfo d Bennett a vote of thanks. Of 
course, there are those who will scoff at the idea, but the real 
wise men and women among those who hear of Sanford Ben- 
nett, will most certainly investigate further and at least ac- 
quire a knowledge of his methods. This the publishers will 
allow you to do without cost or obligation, through their 
“send no money” offer. But it is advisable to mail the coupon 


















today, because this unusual no-risk offer is subject to with 
drawal without notice, Address DDDD PU . ISHING 
COMPANY, 6o1 Broad St., Suite 1031, Newark, J. 


MAIL THIS TODAY—NO MONEY REQUIRED 


Dodd Publishing Company, 
601 Broad St., Suite 1031, Newark, N. J. 

Send me Sanford Bennett's Book—“Old Age—Its Cause 
and Prevention."’ I will either remail the book within five days 
after receipt and owe you nothing, or will send $3 in full pay- 
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spection, charges prep: aid, 
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INCRFASE in VALUE of 8%. 


CREDIT Send No Money 
Examine! care- 
lo monthly. 
ns unless you're 
SUPERIOR VALUE. = Every Diamond guaranteed. 
Send TODAY tor FREE oa Bane 5-K.., 
J. M. LYON & CO., 1 Maiden Lane, New 


ROMEIKE’ PRESS CLIPPING BUREAU 
We will send you all newspaper 
clippings which may appear about you, your friends, or any sub- 
ject on which you may want to be “up-to-date.” Every news- 
yaper and periodical of importance in the United States and 
E srope is searched. Terms $6.00 per 100 notices. 


HENRY ROMEIKE, 106-110 Seventh Ave., 


New York 
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Unabridged Marine-English 
Dictionary 





















“W.L.DOUGLAS SHOES ARE ALWAYS WORTH 
THE PRICE PAID FOR THEM™ 












: Giving the Marine Term, English Equivalent and ve 
Complete Definition + 

| d us 

| By Pvt. Invine Satomon, U. 8S. M. ( hye 

t 

A pple-Knocker, farmer, boob—Affectionat: * 


2 
a 


term given by drill sergeants to new recruits at 
drill. 

Boot, recruit—The time in his career that th 
marine wishes the sergeant would keep hi 
promise and kill him. 

Brig, jail—The place where a fellow has a 
excellent chance to spend part of his enlistment. 

Buddie, pal—The fellow that usually owes you 
} money. 

Bunk, bed—The place one gets into just before 
reveille blows. 

Bunkie, bedfellow—The fellow that wakes you 
up when he comes in to tell you about the good 
| time you did not have. Another debtor. 

Chow, any meal—Beans and hash. Sometimes 
hash and beans. 

Cookie, cook—The perpetrator of the hash and 
beans. 

Devil-dog, marine—World’s best fighters, also 
swearers. 

Gat, pistol—A lead discharger built especiall) 
| for naughty Huns. 
/ | Galley, see Mess Hall. 

* | Gob, jacky, sailor—The fellow in blue whos« 

ws] uniform always fit so well and who usually gets | 
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“THE SHOE THAT HOLDS ITS 


$4-00 $4:50 $500 $600 $7-00 & $ 8:00 
]F you have been paying $10.00 to $12.00 for fine shoes, a 
trial will convince you that for style, comfort and service 
W. L. Douglas $7.00 and $8.00 shoes are equally as good and 
will give excellent satisfaction. The actual value is determined 
and the retail price fixed at the factory before W. L. Douglas 
name and the retail priceis stamped on the bottom. The stamped 
\ price is W. L. Douglas personal guarantee that the shoes are 
r always worth the price paid for them. The retail prices are 
the same everywhere. Theycost no more in San Francisco than they doi in in New York, sometimes on your head. 





by, seasick in a bathtub. 
Sect én thethecké Grease Ball, waiter—The fellow that serves 
$3$3.50%4 | the hash and beans, usually on your uniform V 


Stamping the price on every pair of shoes as a protection against high ._~ _ Hay-Shaker, see A pple-Knocker. ; 7 te 
unreasonable profits is only one example of the constant endeavor of Hit the Deck, arise! Usually uttered in a loud F 
to protect his customers. The quality of W. L. Douglas roduct is ae guttural voice at 5 A.M. or any time that the rhe 
more than 40 years experience in making = shoes. the smart styles are the bugler is not yet awake and the private relishes A 
leaders in the fashion centers of America. are made in a well-equipped sleep the most. 

factory at Brockton, Mass., by the highest nad, skilled shoemakers a 2 the | Sceterneck, sce Marine (alan sougnmeck). Wh 


direction and supervision of experienced men, all working with an honest deter- Mess Gear, eating utensils, e.g., knife, fork 
mination to make the best shoes for the price that money can buy spoon. Used only on rare occasions, fingers being V 









































terable. Otherwise » Is used exclusively. \ 
CAUTION—Before you buy be sure W. L. Douglas not. prefer able therwise knife i u ed exc lu ively _ 
retail price is stamped on the bottom and the smeide top facing. If | Me ss Hall, lunch room—The scene of many \ 
the stamped price has been mutilated, BEWARE OF FRAUD. | Vicious attacks. 
Woredtp by S500 .t Denies ctermnend ores S009 Ww. K., Boagias dealers, a President W. L. Douglas Music, bugler—The noisy fellow who takes Wil 
or can be ordered direct from factory by mail, Parcel Post charges pre- oe Co., 145 Spark St., , eD awav f , ‘ ‘veille whe , ‘ 
paid. Write for Illustrated Catalog showing how to order by mail. Brockton, Mass. oensah a ; — - at . — when you at 
po = Say oe SSS SS want it and makes you take it back at taps when i 
ue = you'd rather stay up. J 
we Non-Coms, non-commissioned officers—Neme- 
sis of the Boot-Marine, who loves them as he Wh 
e ? bd does the Crown Prince and his father. I 
oug as alr a S ml e Old Top, top sergeant—The gentle ladylike Wil 
man who must be seen before the captain. i 
is admired by all movie fans. Piece, rifle—An enlargement of a gat, built by 
” . | ri ains f Germ: ains s 
“ Doug never feels blue. He is American brains for serman brain It 
100% cheerful ‘¥ Pipe Down, keep still, shut up—Used with the : 
oO Sarees Cee 7: unpublishable part of the Marine language for Bui 
FILM FLASHES is in the same those who talk after taps. I 
category. Even more so, for it tells Police, labor—The dirty work of the camp. 
about the characteristic acting and wit | Might be a garbage connoisseur or a road mas- 
of every prominent Moving Picture eager. we, 
° ° ° > ‘ . . - . ' ; 
star. Film Flashes s a veritable I unk , bre: ad A chaser tor the be ons. Was Th 
gloom chaser. Price $1.00 postpaid. | baked for or the Civil W ar, but we are eating it now. I 
Shore, liberty—Generally comes on a rainy 
Send your dollar today and cheer up. night 
| Shove-Off, leave, depart—Always welcome, no : 
LESLIE-JUDGE Co. ce a ee ee ; 
matter where one is. Every day has a new rumor 
SSS FO Avenues Naw Vers Cap that we “shove off” to Russia, Italy, Mexico, ’ 
France on the morrow, which never comes. ’ 
: 
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by exert. De Manis 


Wuetuer You Enjoy a Sprinc WaLK IN THE 
Country or Not, Derpenps MAINLy on 


Wrcre You Loox 


Washington Square 
By Cuartes Divin: 


[’S Spring, I know, in Washington Square, 

Some poet’s window is wide with song; 
But is there a foot on my ancient stair 

Where lovers in garrets have loved so long? 


| wonder if still to the studio comes, 
Four flights nearer the moon’s highway, 
rhe model’s laughter, a voice that hums, 
And gleaming arms of a yesterday. 


When she sprawls on the quaint, little rug on 
my floor, 
Will her eyes grow wistful, remembering? 
When she hears a sound as of me at the door, 
Will she tilt her head with a gypsy fling? 


Will her beauty linger in plasteline, 
The figure begun when I came away? 

Did she guess the heart she had never seen 
rhe night we kissed and her lips were gay? 


When again I climb those sounding steps 
If indeed I come back to climb at all 
Will I find her smoking my cigarettes, 
As if there had never been a call? 


It’s Spring, I know, in Washington Square, 
Some poet’s window is wide with song; 

But, four flights up, where the moon is fair, 
Is the one still there whom I’ve loved so long? 


Immune 
Beach Attendant (excitedly)—Don’t go in. 
There are man-eating sharks in the water. 
Fair Bather (coldly)—I’m not a man. 


Describing Him 
“What sort of a man is Flubdub?” 
“Like a clock.” 
“Steady, do you mean?” 
“Travels on tick.” 


A National Problem Solved 


URE, wholesome food is 

necessary, but it is not enough. 

The purest, most wholesome 
food will hinder rather than help 
| health if allowed to clog the colon 
| —the large intestine. And doctors 
'agree that about 90% of our ail- 
| ments are caused or intensified by 
constipation. 





| Some part of even the purest and 
most wholesome food is waste. If 
this waste is not kept moving out of 
the body, it stagnates and breeds pois- 
ons which saturate the system and 
cause or nourish disease. 

The old, wrong way to attack such 
stagnation was to force a passage 
through the impacted mass. 


The new, right way to overcome it 


Please send me at once the booklet marked— 
l ] “THIRTY FEET OF DANGER” 


rf “AS THE TWIG IS BENT” 
r ‘71 “THE DAYS THAT GO BEFORE” 
L 


“WAGES OF NEGLECT” = 
Constipation as a cause of piles | 


Nujol Laboratories, Standard Of! Co. (New Jersey), Room 19$-S, 50 Broadway, New York. 


Constipation—auto-intoxication in adults 
| | Constipation in infancy and childhood 
Constipation in pregnaney and nursing 


“AS THE SHADOWS LENGTHEN” 


Constipation ia old age 


Pure, Wholesome Food-+-Nujol—Health 


By C. HOUSTON GOUDISS 
Publisher of the Forecast, Food Director of Mother’s Magazine, founder of the School 


of Modern Cookery and nutrition expert of national reputation. 


is to let Nujol induce easy self- 
elimination. 


And since health is as mych a matter 
of how we eliminate waste as how 
we assimilate food-fuel, it must be- 
come evident to every thinking 
person that the use of a natural, 
drugless lubricant is as sensible and 
necessary as the eating of pure, whole- 
some food. 


The three vital processes upon which 
health is based are Mastication, As- 
similation, Elimination. 


Therefore, the perfect recipe for 
health is Good Teeth; Pure, whole- 
some Food and Nujol. 


Try this trinity. That is my message 
to every American. 


C. Houston Goudiss 


Nujol Laboratories, sraNDARD OIL CO.(NEWJERSEY) 
50 Broadway, New York 


























How does this picture strike you? 





size II X 14 inches. 























Speaking of Strikes 
Perhaps it reminds you of some of the happiest 
moments of your childhood days, or maybe it looks so much 
like the little baseball player you have in your own family 
that you can’t help admiring it. 

Can you get a copy of it? 
tions made, in full colors, just as it appears on the front cover of this issue 
And they are all ready for framing, being mounted on heavy double mats, 


Just send us twenty-five cents; cash or stamps, with your name and 
address, and we will forward a copy, postage prepaid. 

This is just the kind of a picture you want for the boy’s room, the 
clubroom, bungalow or camp. 


JUDGE ART PRINT DEPARTMENT 
225 Fifth Avenue 


Sure you can! We have had exact reproduc- 
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Put PEP 
Sauce (oltbu-t*) 0 ami 





This is an age of vim and vigor— 
of ginger and jump—of fighting men 
—of big things in the world and bi 
men who put themthrough. DON’ 
LAG BEHIND. Don’t content to 
drag yourself through your routine 
week each day without any get-up- 
and-go about you; without any am- 
bition to better yourself or make 
things easier for your wife and hap- 
pier for your children. 


Fit Yourself to Be a Man 
Among Men 


Are you handicapped by ill health? I 


your digestion out of order « patior 
poisoning your blood and brain? Is 
vitality sapped by dissipation and 
nervous system worn to a frazzle? G 
rid of these handicap You can't amount 
toanything while you stagger under then 
you can't be a success in your business 


a comfort to your wife, a pleasure to your 
children. 


Make Yourself Over 











You can doit; y un get back your lost 
health, happiness, vigor and vitality, ¢ 
sa the bf wa 7 ¢ de - an 
STRONGFORT you go the right way abs " it; you rs. an 
come Dacxk whatever ur age and 
Perfect rthatever brought you to your present 
Man whatever aght you t your esent 
condition; you can FIT YOU RSELP to 
© a success in life, no matter how many failures are 
behind 
, 
rll Help You Do It 
I'll help you, as I already have helped and am now help- 
ng thousands of other discouraged, ailing, formerly hope 
me I'll show you how to improve rself 10 e 
1 few we : how to strengthen y r rt 
1 stor ,0w to enrich your t 1; } t 
your fr I 1 forget 


Send for My Free Book 









Send for a copy of “Promotion and Conservation of 

Health, Strength and Mental Energy,” and send forit 

j la " mpanied by three 2c stamps to cover postage and 
ucking and | will forward your c: py by return mail. t's 

free, and it tells yrtism—the simple, 

afe w k manly vigor; the 

ay been p th by myself and 


“LIONEL STRONGFORT 
Physical and Health Specialist 


Indirection 
By Natuan M. Levy 


TRIED so hard the highbrow maid to win 
By talking of the things she reveled in: 


Predestination and the stars; 
Mosaics and Etruscan jars; 

The Koran and the Vendidad; 
Camoens and the Lusiad; 

Child management and birth control; 
The highe r reaches of the soul; 
rhe pantheistic realists; 
\gnostics and theosophists; 

Che saving grace and venial sin; 
Mahatma, avatar, and djinn; 
Lord Bacon, Pater, Ci ero; 

Da Vinci and Angelico; 

The primal law, cause and effect; 
The reason and the intellect. 


Whew! The rebuffs I was the victim of- 
It seemed I talked of everything but love! 


The Only Substitute 
‘““Ah! There is nothing that can take the place 
of a housetul of children,” said the Presiding 
Elder. 
“Nope; nuth’n’ that I can think ot, except 
twice as many wildcats,” replied Gap Johnson, 
of Rumpus Ridge, Ark. 








900 Park Bidg. NEWARK, N. J. 









Five 


- 
Rich Cuban Cigars 30° 


French's Superb Cuban Special. Both filler and wrapper are Cuban grown 
tote thoroughly seasoned leaf rt leaf filler; strictly h 
4% in.long. Hich, mild and exquisite tropi 

cigars in Spanish cedar 
we silver of stamps. 


ict and-made, 
¢ flavor. Five 

ox by parcel post prepaid, direct to you for only 
This limited introductory offer, at less than cost, 
is to get you acquainted with this delightful cigar. Send Wc today. 


FRENCH TOBACCO CO., Dept. C, Statesville, N.C. 














BURLINGTON HOTEL 


431 ROOMS, 178 BATHS 


WASHINGTON, D. C. 


EUROPEAN AND AMERICAN PLANS 


$2.50 and Up Per Day, With Private Bath 














, Owe we we wee 
Use Cuticura Soap 
To Clear Your Skin 


All druggists; Soap %, Ointment B 2 8. Talcum B. 
Sample each free of *Outicura, Dept. B, Boston.” 
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Drawn by Russ Westover 


He Doesn’r Even Bewieve in His 





Own PLATFORM 
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VERY day or so, 

rub your coat collar 
with a cloth dipped in 
Carbona. This treat- 
ment will remove the 
spots and soils that 
make it so hard to keep 
your linen collar clean. 


CARBQNA 


Cleaning Fluid 


is easy to use. Full di- 
rections on bottle. It re- 
moves grease spots of 
all kinds without injur- 
ing the fabric. Your 


women-folk know how 
good it is. 


Cannot 
Burn or 


Explode 


15e—25ce—50c 
bottles 
At all druggists 


Carbona Products Co. 
302 W. 26th St., N. Y. 
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Drawn by Russ Westover 


Bossy’s IDEA OF A SKYSCRAPER 


What Ya Mean, FinmarkP 


By Orson Lowen 


ECENTLY the news columns carried 
stories of a revolution in Finmark. 
Finmark? Nothing doing. There 

n’t no sich place. These foreign corre- 
pondents have been sending stuff over 
here for the last four years about all the 
suntries we know about and about a lot 
e don’t know about, and now that they 
‘ve run out of countries, or been run out, 


ey’re making up combination ones— 
ybrids. We're onto ’em. They'll pres- 
ently cable stuff about the floods in the 
Kansaskatchewan valley, fighting along 
the Brazillinois border, famine in Bul- 


garabia and sand-storms in Gibralgiers, 
ith maybe a simoon (or some other hot- 
1ir excuse) in the Guatamalay Peninsula, 
nd how Madagascarolina has gone dry 
ind that there’s eighteen feet of snow 

Norwaydowneast, or in Alaskanada. 


They can’t fool us. Paraguaybackand- 
itdown, say we. It’s too Rotterdam- 
cilly. Yosemitigating circumstances? 
Not. 


Ask Your Doctor 
What will be the legal penalty for auto-in- 
toxication after July first? 


Natural Inference 


W illis—The last oil-well our company drilled 
was dry. 
Gillis—So prohibition is even putting the 


crimp in the oil-business? 


The Substitute 
“Much reading maketh a full man, 
the Parlor Philosopher. 
“That’s about the only way we'll be able to 
accomplish it after July 1,” added the Mere 
Man. 


”” quoted 
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and Eqyption 


EGYPTIAN 


D bt 


(The Utmost in Cigarettes” 
‘Plain End or Cork Tip 


_ = People of culture and 


= = refinement invariabiy 


PREFER. ‘Deities 
to any other cigarette. 

















TABLETS 


FOR 
Grippe 
Cold 
in the 
Head 
Headaches 
Neuralgias 
Spanish Influenza 
Women’s Aches and Ills 
Rheumatic and Sciatic Pains 
Ask Your Druggist for A-K Tablets 
(If be cannot supply you, write us) 


Smal] Size Dozen Size 


10c WB 5c 


See Monogram K on the Genuine 
The Antikamnia Remedy Company, St. Louis, Me. 
Write for Free Samples 























Don’t Wear 
a Truss 


Appliance, the modern 
scientific invention, the wonderful 
new discovery that relieves rup- 
ture, will be sent on trial. No ob- 
noxious springs or pads. MR. C. E. BROOKS 


Brooks’ Rupture Appliance 


Has automatic Air Cushions. Binds and draws the 
broken parts together as you would a broken limb. No 
salves. No lies. Durable, cheap. Sent on trial to prove 
it. Protected by U. S. patents. Catalog and measure 
blanks mailed free. Send name and address today. 
Brooks Appliance Co., 409 State St., Marshall, Mich. 


Brooks’ 











| STATEMENT OF THE OWNERSHIP, MANAGEMENT, ETC., 


REQUIRED BY THE ACT OF CONGRESS OF 
AUGUST 24TH, 1912 
Gea ncee JUDGE 
at......NEW YORK, N. Y for 


WEEKLY 
APRIL 1, 1919 


published 


State of NEW YORK 
County of NEW YORK ¢{™* 


| Before me, a Notary Public, in and for the State and County 
| aforesaid, personally appeared Reuben P. Sieicher, who, having been 
duly sworn according to law, deposes and says that he is the Business 
Manager of JUDGE and that the following is, to the best of hi: 
| knowledge and belief, a true statement of the ownership, manaze- 
ment, etc., of the aforesaid publication for the date shown in the 
above caption, required by the Act of August 24th, 1912, embodied 
in section 443, Postal Laws and Regulations, to wit: “hat the 
names and addresses of the publisher, editor, managing editcr, and 
the business manager are Publisher, Leslie-Judge Company, 22 
5th Ave., New York, N. Bator, Perriton Maxwell, 225 5th Ave., 
New York, N. Y. Managing Editor, Lawton Mackall, 225 5th 
Ave., New York, N. Y. usiness Manager, Reuben P. Sleicher, 
225 3th Ave., New York, N. Y. 2. That the owner is, and stockhold- 
ers owning or holding 1 per cent. or more of total amount of stock 
are: Owner: Leslie-Judge Company 5 5th Ave., New York, N. Y 
Stockholders: Joha A. Sleicher, th Ave., New York, N. Y 
Anthony N. Brady Estate, 54 Wall St., New Yor k, N.Y 3 That 
the known bondholders, mortgagees, and other security holders own- 
ing or holding 1 per cent. or more of total amount of bonds, mort- 
gages, or other securities are: John A. Sileicher, 225 5th Ave., New 
York, N. Y.; Mary Peckham Sle icher, 710 Madison Ave., Albany, 
N. Y.; Reuben P. Sleicher, 225 5th Ave., New York, ; City Real 
Estate C ompany, 176 Broadway, New York, N. Y. inthany N 
Brady Estate, 54 Wal New York, N.Y. 4 That the two para- 
rraphs next above, giving the names of the owners, stockholders, and 
security holders, contain not only the list of stockholders and 
security holders as they appear my the books of the company, but 
ilso, in cases where the stockholder or security holder appears upon 
the books of the company as trustee or In any other fiduciary relation, 
the name of the person or corporation for whom such trustee is 
cting, is given; also that the said two paragraphs contain state- 
ments embracing aMant’s full knowledge and belief as to the cir- 
cumstances and conditions under which stockholders and securiiy 
holders who do not pear upon the books of the company as 
trustees, hold stock ena securities in a capacity other than that of 
| a bona fide owner; and this aMant has no reason to believe thatany 
other person, association, or corporation has any interest direct or 
indirect in the said stock, bonds, or other securities than as so stated 
by him. REUBEN P’ SLEIC HER, Signature of che Business 
Manager. Sworn to and subscribed before me this 20th day of 
March, 1919. A. E. ROLLAUER, Notary Public, Queens County, 
No. 962. Certificate filed in New York County No. 201. New York 
County Register’s No. 9165. Commission Expires March 30th, 1919. 
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SEXOLOGY 


by William H. Walling, A.M., M.D. 


imparts in a clear wholesome 
way, in one volume: 


Knowledge a Young Man Should Have 
Knowledge a Young Husband Should Have 
Knowledge a Father Should Have 
——— a Father Should Impart to His Son 
Medical Knowledge a Husband Should Have 
Knowledge a Young Woman ‘ sould Have 
Knowledge a aod = —_ Have 
es Knowledge a a ve 
™ oa Kno: ea Mother Saould ys ~ Her Daughter 
~~: Medical ledge a Wife Should Ha 
for “Other People’s Opinions”’ and Table of Ce ontents 
PU RITAN PUB. CO., 792 Perry Building, PHILA., PA 



































Buy DIAMONDS 


at the Second-Hand Price! 


—less than wholesale (7.02% 5) 22 
diamonds for yeara, 

but since import costs have jumped sky high, 
I've been compelled to change my buying 
methods Now I buy diamonds for cash from 
people who need the money, from estates, 
ctiona, etc. My rule is never to buy unle«s 
I can re-sell to a jeweler or diamond broker 
for less than the wholesale value. and my 
price to the individual! purchaser is as low as 
les I my price the “s« nd 

it is below the market 
smond trade. Having no 
overhead expense to speak of, it pays me to 








take as littie as $10 profit on a $300 deal I 
sell allover the world through my Bargair 
Price Liet (FREE My methods of buying 
and selling diamonds are exclusively my 
ignatiue Barnard own. Nocompetition can meet my prices. 


HOW I PROTECT YOU: 


I am financially responsible (references two big National Bank: 
in Chicago) aod I give you a written guarantee of the carat weight 
color, perfection and value of every diamond | submit. In addition ] 
gparentes in plain English torefundevery cent of the purchase price 

ou request it for any reason, and to exchange at the full value 
AT AMY TE. Cut out thisad and I'll sign it as part of my guarantee. 


SEND ME NO MONEY! 


Select any bargain listed in this ad or from my big bargain price 
list which I send you FREE on request—I will shipit toany Express 
Office or Bank in the U. 8. eo you can examine it. Not a penny of 
cost to you, no< bligation to buy I get all my business by merely 
showing my diamonds and etating the “second-hand” price. 


r—— GUARANTEED DESCRIPTIONS——~ 








Carats My price 
3% Wesselton Steel Blue, absolutely perfect............ $1,495 
24 Steel Blue White, absolutely perfect euceévecsoces 730 
2 Biwe White, very imperfect... .........66scee seccece 240 
1.85 Jagers Blue White, eye- perfect secee 585 
1% Fine Blue White, very slight imperfection . 348 
1% Wesselton Stee! Blue, absolutely perfect... 630 
1% Steel Blue, slightly imperfect OTTTT TTT TtT cocccece 318 
1.33 Jagere Violet Blue, absolutely perfect............... 520 
1.13 Steel Blue White. very slight imperfection ........... 255 
1.03 Steel Blue White, very slight imperfection seccoce 240 
%, Wesselton Blue White, very slight imperfection..... 166 
ead hundreds more down to ‘gq karat... .... sce ccccsccceces 9 














Write for My Bargain Price List—It’s FREE! 


IGNATIUS BARNARD | 
Suite 1301 J, 36 S. State St., CHICAGO 








USE THIS CHEST FREE 


The Best 
of all Gifts 


Is a Famous Pied 
mont Red Cedar 
Chest. Your choice 
of many styles and 
designs sent on 15 
days free trial A 
Piedmont protects 
furs woolens an 
plumes from moths, 
mice, dust and damp Needed in 
every home. Lasts for generations Pays 
for iteelf in what it saves. Finest wedding 
or birthday gift Write today for our great new 
illustrated catalog—postpaid free. Factory 











































‘here 





Piedmont Red Cedar Chest Co., Dept. 39, Statesville, N.C. to Home 
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abie to recom- 


lo by Efrem 


A pretty tune with variations ingeniously 
of bird-twitterings. 
plays it with delicacy and charm. 


Zimbalist 


st of the New Phonograph Records 


LECTIONS 


Lrepestraum (L 
I Love You (Grieg Piar los by Rudolph 


a Gar Pat 50004 
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Next Week—“ H me Vaudeville” 


Records for the Men in Service 
Co. 33, 9th Bn. 153 Depot Br le, 

Camp Dix, N. J., Mar i4, 1919 

Tue Eprror oF Junce, 
225 Fifth Avenue, 
New York, N. Y. 

Dear Sir: 
About ten 


JupGe inviti 


ago I noticed an announcement 


people to send phc mograph rec- 





ords t ) i fora have fr 
600 to 950 men ir i have been abie 
to get four machi about 40 rec 
ords. ne different tw 
story g ist returnir 





from over 
awaiting discharg 
If there is anything you can do for me toward 
obtaining records I will greatly appreciate your 
courtesy, and there is no question that the men feel 
as Ido. I could use 300 records. The few we have 
now are in use from revcille until taps every day. 
My men are strangers here, most of them have little 
or no money, and the entertainment they can get 
out of such records is not measured in words 
Thanking you for what you may be able to do for 
I remain, Very truly yours, 
Jos. W. BoLLenseck, 
Captain, Infantry, Commanding C 








This letter is typical of many. If you have an 
records you can spare, Party to Phonograph Records 
Recruiting Corps, 1o1 Park Ave., New Y rk City, 
stating how many and what makes, and you will re- 
ceive instructions where to send them. 
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Mid-Month List of 


Colum 


Records 


“T’m Forever Blowing Bubbles 


A song of imaginative sentiment with a rarely beautiful melody. 
Coupled with ‘‘The Beautiful Ohio”’ as a canoe song, with fascinat- 
ing words set to the same rippling music that made this waltz the 


season's biggest dance hit. A-2701—85c 





~vN 


back, ‘‘You’re Still An Old Sweetheart of Mine.”’ 





¥ Till We Meet Again” and “Rose of No Man’s Land” 


Columbia Orchestra has now made these two old favorites into 
wonderful, dreamy, lilting waltzes. There’s no resisting their 
invitation tothedance. -and you won’t want to, either! 


A-6098—$1.25 
A Few More Mid-Month Hits 





Fumeuli Funicula - - - Riccardo Stracciari and | 78104 
Columbia Male Chorus } $1.00 
Salvation Lassie of Mine - - + «=  « Charles Harrison | A-2699 
When You Look in the Heart of a Rose - - - - Charles Harrison} 85c 
Royal Flying Corps March : : - . : ° ° Guido Deiro | A-2695 
arines’ March - - = GuidoDeiros 85c 
New Columbia Records on Sale the 10th and 20th of Every Month 
Columbia Grafonolas 
—Standard Models COLUMBIA GRAPHOPHONE COMPANY, New York 
up to $300; Period 


me up to $8100 London Factory: 102 Clerkenwell Road, E. C. 





“That Tumble-down Shack in Athlone’ 


An Irish ‘‘Home, Sweet Home’’—an old story in new words, set 
to glorious harmonies that introduce favorite Irish airs. On the 


A-2698—85c 




















CORN STARCH 


Cooking —Pastries—Bread and Cakes—Puddings 


\ ( Star | 0 s disposal a wider range of new and unusual 


e menus 
s mouth 


all are possi 


Cocoa—one quart Argo Ginger 


Cookies 
A . - 


Omelet 
\ ‘ 
R 


} 


CORN PRODUCTS REFINING COMPANY 


Dept. D rr. O Box 161, New York City 


64608 0004600810400 884- 











